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'To the Tearned'and Ingeruous 
 .. DoctourWilloughly Phyhician 
| 0 Dadlin. | - = | | 

JI SIR, " bo 


| | Nh me leave to preſent you with a 
| | | few Lines, as a Teſtimony of my 


d . Reſpeds. for thoſe ſingular Favours 

and Entouragements which 1 bery forever 

|receiu d from your Hands : T need not tell 
you they are the Eſſays but of a very young 
. | Pen, a few By-thoughts in my Varancies 
from other Studies, a Vein of 7, outhjulneſs 
and Immaturity runs through the whole 
Piece, which nothing but the Proteflion of 
ſo.great a Patron can ſecure from the Re- 
fleftions and Cenſure of the World. I was the 
grzore ambitious they ſhould be Iaid at your 
q feet, being very well afſurd of your Grod- 


A 2 neſs 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


| meſs and Candour in pardoning the raſh 
' | Attempts of Youth, and the Defefts that 
| | attend all firſt Endeauours; beſides, twere 
' ' the higheſt Piece of Ingratitude not to pay 
the Firſt-fruits to that Sun, under whoſe 
kind Influence they ripend, and came to 
that little growth you now ſee them in. I 
dare. not, Sir, preſume to attempt a Strain 
of Panegyrick, leſt when I have done my 
utmoſt Endeauvours, the World ſhould con- 
; | demm me for ſpeaking too little on ſo Emi- 
| ment a Subjet, whoſe worth, that I may not 
too much embaſe by this Dedication, I defire 
rather from thence to borrow Luſtre to my 
youthfull Performances, which at leaft their 
| Dewotion may recommend 10 your candid 
: | Acceptance onthe behalf of 2 


Your Obliged and Humble Servant, 


B. H. 


| XU; 


On the bopefull Author of theſe Inge= 


nous Poems. 
io | 
If Hen ſent from Heav'n a more than com- 
z1n © [mon Gueſt 


my | Takes up his dwelling in a mortal Breaſt ; 

07- | And when a Soul of large Dimenſions comes 

711-j T inform the human fleſh---compacted Rooms, 
20t } The gladſome Fabrick full of Beauty ſhows, 

ire | Nocommon Splendour from the Windows flows : 
my} A ſacred Brightneſs doth the Seat attend, 

err} And th' Inmate proſp'rous Omens do befriend. 
lid} Quick Worth, Przcocious Vertue, Early Grace, 

| And ripe Perfection doth the Soul embrace, 
Inſpired Wit fills the capacious Mind, 

t, And forward Senſe, to lofty Flights enclin'd, 
Prevents the tedious Diſcipline of Schools, 

The Loyt'ring Art of Pxdagogick Rules, 

A 3 Thus 


V1 


Thus Fated to high Facts Amphitryon's Son, 
As ſoon as born, a wondrous Conqueſt won ; 
| The Warlike Babe did two fierce Dragons tame ; 
{ |] Too ſmall an hanſel for his mighty Fame. 
| Go on\young Hawkfhaw, to the World be kind 
' And with the Early Products of thy Mind, 
Enrich and entertain us at one Time, 
Expreſſing Native Wit without a Crime. 
- Nor doat on Fame: *Tis ſeldom juſtly given, 
And is too ſmall a Prize for Souls of Heav'n. 
: |] Look up }--A dueReward will come from thence 
| | For him, who decks his Wit with Innocence. 


=Y! Toſhua Barnes 


Emavuuel Gollegde, 
Cambridge, 


To the Ingemous Mr. Hawkihaw on 


"VU 


the Publication of his Poems. 
Pindarick. 


I | 
Ethinks this looks like.an untoward Age, 
Too groſs, or too cenſorioys ta engages 

For faith ſome Paems upregarded lye, 
That with their Authors merit Immartality : 
Others worſe done, yet are approv'd by all, 
Becauſe the Subjets mare agreeable. 
But, Damon, you have wiſely taken care, . . 
Of Senſe, and Mode, to mix an Equal ſhare; 

And with aſſurance may addreſs: _ 

Already certain of ſucceſs : 
Your Book muſt needs delight, but cannot cloy, 
Having that great Preſervative, Variety. 


IT. 
When Cowley dy'd we fondly did conceive, 


The Loſs fo vaſtly Great, 'twas paſt retrieve ; 
A 4 The | 


'Viii 


The Lover then condemn'd his Lute, 
_To be for ever, ever Mute : 
For why the mighty Charmer gone, 
The only Pow'r could influence his Song : 
He'd loſt the pretty Arts that pleaſe, 
 AVirginstender'ſt part, 
Thoſe ſoft becoming words that ſeize, 
The moſt unwilling heart : 
Deſpair and Silence cramp'd his Breaſt, 
And damn'd him to a dull uneaſie Reſt. 


III. 


But Damon does his CharaQter renew, 
In him his Flights, his foft Addreſs we view ; 
Lovers no more repine at Fate, 
Nor call their Miſtreſs falſe, ingrate ; 
Learn by his Verſe to raiſe deſire, 
But that as chaſt, as Veſtal fire: 
For in the whole true Modeſty appears, 
Not one lewd Notion to betray his years ; 


Vo 


Wc 


| or does his Miſtreſs all the reſt excell, 
What cer he pleaſes to expreſs 
In whatſoever dreſs, 
The Beauty's Parallell. 


d 

; IV. 
| If Eighteen can produce 

} SoGen'rous, ſo Divine a Muſe, 
! Think what advantages he has, 
' 


Who ſtarts where others end their race: 
hr Youth his worth cannot conceal, 
'A 


hat Wonders will his riper Years reveal 3 
*Advance, dear Damoy, as thou haſt begun, 
Eternal Muſick dwell upon thy Tongue ; 
| Let no rude cares thy Breaſt alarm, 

* Suchas may Sorrow move, 
# But keep it always gently warm 

With Poetry and Love. 

And when malicious Fate 
Denies thy Life a longer Date, 
The Change will not be great: 


For why 2 their whole performances above, 
Are nothing elſe but Harmony and Love. 


George Smi 
St. John's Colledge. 


To my Ingemous Friend Mr. Haw) 
ihaw, on the Advance of t 
Poetry. 


"Hen yet the World was young and h 
[ture ne 


E'er many Days had ſprung from carly Dew ; 
When Beauty dawn'd, and did firſt Mankind war 
And Love it ſelf was But an Infant Charm: 

We boaſt our Art, coeval with the Stars, 

The Birds firſt taught it to the wondring Spher 
This the firſt Eſſay, Man at laſt was taught, - 
He adds a Soul, and drefles it in Thought. 


Fre 


= 


From thence 'twas handed down by tolling Years, 
l allay of Grief and Enemy to Cares ; 

omer the Anciear'lt, freſheſt Lawrel wore, 

he firſt Refiner of the Noble Ore ; 

hence many Bards commenc'd, and had their 
From Latin Yirgi/to our Engliſh Bex. [Reiggn, 
But when great Cowley did the Ape allure, 
Vefeard a Zenith, and the Muſe Mature; 

ut, Sir, We ſee, 'tis you are born C improve, 

he Pitch of Fancy, and th' Extent of Love. 

o you the Lover will his\Altars rear, 


mit! 


hank you in Incenſe for his ſoft'ned Fair, 

And make you half his Adoration ſhare. 

ethinks I ſee the ſtubborn Celia glow, 

And bluſh, and wonder, what you mean todo; 

'5 She fears each Line, yet ſtill reads on and fighs, 
wariBhe tarts! and feels a coming Paſſion riſe, 0 
\nd ſparkles happy Omens from her Eyes. 
Smooth as the Stroaks of ſofteſt 7:tzan thows 

ach Verſe, when how Adonis look'd, he ſhows. 
Vith ſuch a Style the Noble 0vid ſtrove, 

To charm the Heireſs of the World to Love. 


here 


} w 


The 


The Royal Beauty ſlights an Emp'rour's Frow! 
T admit a Lawrel ſhe contemns a Crown, 
. And does a Poet before Monarchs own. 

With ſuch ſoft Verſe he won the mighty fair, 
From Rival. Scepters Verſe, the Prize does bea; 
Twas great, nor could Auguſtus this exceed, 
Not Afium Conqueſt was a Nobler deed. 

H' enjoys the Princeſs, and from Rowe retreats, 
And with a Muſe like theirs he charms the r 
[ ged Ga 


H. Den 
Trinity Colledge. 


xith 
0 the Ingemous Author, now-of rhe 
Colledge in Dublin. | 


own| 


bf 

bear Hilſt thy dear native Soil with ſmiling 

| ; [Face; 
| Puts forth -her Arms to catch the firſt 

ats, [Embrace ; 


e rugind thy gay Friends in joyfull Tumults throng, 
Gato hear the well known Accents of thy Tongue ; 
e can't but ſmile, when we new Pleaſures find, - 
Jen this fair Off-spring which you left behind. 
bo kindly. brib'd by thy reſiſtleſs Wit, 
We loſe your Abſence, and our Griefs forget. 
range! that ſuch tender Years ſo toughly wear, 
> young your ſelf, and yet fo tall your Heir : 
forward Nineteen ſuch a Ripeneſs ſhow, 
That Wonders will a well knit Thirty do 2 
uch was lov'd Cowley's Voice, ſo young his Pen, 
hen the fleet Youth aſlur'd a ſecond Bex : | 
uch Thoughts did Ovid's angry Stars defeat, 
oft'ning the Malice of the Cold retreat. 


Such 


"Ig 
Sach was your Force, ſo orderly. it broke, . . 
When your Friend lov'd, or: drooping Coun 
Tipe 
Palz'was her Cheek and doubtſull was her Log 
When Wars rough Arms the nodding Iſland tho 
Now the full Streams of Joy around her flow, 
Grac'd with their Charge, a welcome Peace : 
[Y 


Her: wither'd Branches gladly ſprout again, 
Pleasd to. behold her Sons : A darhog Train, 
That guard her Beauty, and her Glory railc, / 
They crown d with Conqueſt, 'Theſe adorn-w 
- FB: 


Zohn Norton. 


iry 
TECLOGA- 


_ Amici mei Carmina Amato- 


TIA. 

Cerebri fetus diverſt! © aurea proles ! 
bl O lingue Numeri dulces ! nitidiq ; tepores / 
't Cantu vincit ſytvam Philomela loquacem, © 
eſertam & Phezbo Notem modulamine mulcet ; 
e, |: bc vii Druide dudum ceſſere Britanni, 
n-wiffamoni zo/tro, Damon quo Carmine Iudit ! : 
[BayſWaud dabitant tenero laurum ſubmittere wales 

amoni tate prim? prevertitur Ille 
07... ii! tamen & tardos longo prior Intervallo 
Wntevolat, dum pulchra ineunt certamina vef{u. 
le animi nobis luitus ſolatur acerbos, 
eve ullum attingit telum lethale dolorum, 
wentire attoniti ſolum Damona wvidemur. 


7 
CE Al 


[Yc 


Perge modo Mufis 6 ter dilefle Britannis, 
laude nec 6 Damon rivos, bella horrida, bella 


Tnfi- 


Infidunt terris, late tuba vivida Martis 
Intonat, & vaſtis clangoribus @thera complet ; 
Tu vero cantu potnuiſti tollere Curas : 

Quod cecinit Damon tanta dukedine captos 

Nos tenet, ut Martis tuba jam non wverberet aure 


Felices ſolum Damona audire videmur, 


Perge modo, Mufis 6 ter dilefte Britannis, 

Quem mea Muſa feret, ſemper donabere Verſu. 
Damana agreſtes pueri, nnupteq ; puelle 
Cantabunt. Thyrfis coget pecus omne. ſub umbra, 
Damona grac#lz longe reſonabit avend. 
Narrabit ſylvis teneres Amaryllis howores 
Ampletz Damona ardens flagrantiBus ulnis. 
Incipient omnes Damona ambire puelle, | 

Perge modo, Mufis & ter dilefle Britannis. = 


Culp. Tanne 
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St. John's Colledge. 


"III me eonony 


ON - 
. CHARLES 11** Reſtoration. « 
A Pindarick Ode. | 


| 


H A T Star whoſe fable mantle hurid, 
Had muffl'd up in Clouds the Weſtern world 
Is riſen now, and like the Planet Fove, 
aving run out his hidden courſe above, | 
Viſits our Gloomy Sphere once more ;' 
But lo!. what does this Herauld bring ? 
t brings with ſafety home an Exil d King : 
A King whom Heaven Joyv'd ſo well, 
Spard nor a Miracle 
mne To bring him to his Native Shore. 


KYes, 


ra, 


I1. 
or your Return all Nature ſeems to be 
In' one confpiring Jubilee; 
B 


2 POEMS 
'Eis hard to know who's moſt content, 
The People, or the Firmament. 
The floating Caſtles on-the Sea around, 
- Dance to thew own Trumpets found ; 
The Ships together with the Tide, 
Swell with an unuſual pride, 


Whilſt ſome unerring Angels hand 
Moves and directs them to the Promis'd Land. 


III 


Fair 4/bian ftrerching out her Arms to thee, 
Implores thy Aid to cure her Leproſie: 
To Thee the drooping heads of State draw nigh 
To bear them up as Atlas does the Sky. 
Famine, Sword, and Fire, 
The Great, 'Triumvirate of Deſolation, 
Did with United Force confpire, ' 
To Ruine and Deſtroy the Nation. 
\! But the good Influence of Charles his wane, 
|/!! * Diſpers'd thoſe Miſts, and proy'd their final bant 


, 
: 
; 
' 
[ 
4 
| 
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IV.R 


" 
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To ei i _— 3 


Return then Chatles, wth al the Joy that's tie 
To the Sereneſt Peace and You ; 
The Comet's gone which o'er our Kingdom ſtood; 
Ad drench'dits Face int RoyaT'Blodd } 
le that uſurp'd your:Crownis now no more, 
low in Fortune's Wheel, as high before: 
id, The hangry Meteor ſhall no more feed 
# Dn the moſt'precious Oil of Stuart's ; Head, 
ho 6n the Wings of Martyrdom Sh has flown, . 
Ind in Exchange of this 8 gor an Immortal Crown. 


+ 


jigh, 7 2 Vs 71443 bool on. ſt 8 
he thmus which your 'Focs have made throw 
nd walk'on Beds of 'Roſesro your Crown, down; 

n, Rind Heav'n did this ſweer-Sear of Reſt prepare, © | 
o cats your Sorrows; and unbeaklyolp.Earer” 4 

Since Vow are-come 1014 2: 7% 
Trimphant/ Exile homey: Þ FI 
bane. Peace in hes weloome Streams hath wu; | 
| ad kindly chear the Briziſh World below : 


VR 


B 2 


4 . POEMS 
No more the Feople ſhall deplore their Fate, 
But only grieve thiscame too late. . 


- 


— 


AY | CY Aa an— | —_—  % i. * 


The Dream that Nj 'ght Limerick|; 
was ſurrenared.. 6 
| Ethoughts I heard the charming Eccho ſay 
M Ariſc my Love, from hence, and come a- 

; © (way; 
Tho' the Waves LEA, the mighty Tempelt's done, 
And all's concluding with the ſetting Sun; 

I'm come to lead thee to thy Port agen, 

| And place thee in the loſt Jeruſalem. 

At this my ſeeble Pulſe with Joy beat high, 

To ſee my Ancient Paradiſe ſo nigh ; 

Then ſtraight I hois'd up. fail, and bore away, 

As ſwift as Eagles when-they find a Prey ; | 

Here I preſum'd more ſolid Joys to find, 

But Thoughts: convey'd me back, tho' gataſt thell. 
| [Wind. 

On 


%s> 8 
FA 


i | XUji 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 5 


On the Deatb of the Young Lid) LS. 


a ND is ſhe gone? Unkind and Cruel Fate } 
Thus to deny the beſt a longer date. 
K Gig Age does your regardleſs Hand diſdain, 
| Still begs to die; becauſe't muſt live in pain : 
Too partial Fate! the Nobleſt firſt decay, - 
And Youth the richeſt Spoil becomes your prey ; 
Curſe on thoſe Stars that did her Life ſurprize, 
f And drew the Curtains oer her brighter Eyes, > 
I Before ſhe wrought, what Nature did deſign, 
When at her Birth, Fate cry'd, the Work-is mine. 
Her Courſe ſcarce finiſh'd;. but ſhe's ſnatch'd away, 
Yet fo ſhe finiſh'd, that ſhe liv'd each day : 
Too great a Blefling, to laſt long, was giv'n,-: 
Green in the Bud, and yet full ripe for Heav'n. 
But to what height can I my Temper ſcrew? -+ 
To pay, what to thy Life, what tothy Death, is due. 
Grief clouds my fadder Mind, when it ſhould be, 
I As free as unconcern'd as calm as ſhe. 
So like a dying Swan ſhe did expire, | 
hs God's ſent for Her to make up their Quire, 
= On 


l 


{ 


| 


6 POE M'\S:»: 


On Dr. G. refreſhing himſelf each: 
os ning 1n St. John' S Walks, 


HEN Phebus did his gilded Arms dil 


- (ply 
And ſhox the Phython with the Darts of Day, 
The Skies, were frightned, and the People run -. i - 
Fo ſee the Conqueſt of the New-born Sun, 
Ev'n ſo'the Cambridge 'Vapours at thy Sight, | 
Clear up a-while, and change their groſſer-Light:,/ 
The Charming Syrexs of the Air combine, 
Taelevate thoſe nobler Thoughts: of thine : 
From Noiſe, from Trouble, and from Buſineſs fres : 
Scorning the World, tho' it admires thee ; 


- Happier than Kings in this ſecure retreat, 


Free fram thoſe Troubles that attend the great; 
Here thy fereneſt Breaſt no Tumulrt finds, 
Calm as Z/y/ium which is yoid of Winds. 

In ſuch bleſt Solitude of Old as this, 

Jacob was honour'd with a Scene of bliſs. 
The ſmiling Violet, and the Lawrel-Tree, 
Think 1t an Honour to be pluck'd by thee ; 

FOE | = 


%. 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 7 


For ſince from thee they Life and Vigour have, 
They don't'repine thy Hand ſhou'd be their Grave. 
b Thrice happy ! For if Angels were to change their 
w ' [Blik, 
They'd ſcorn 2 ſpangld Crown, but value this. 


— _ — ——— 


The Good Fellow, | 


[. 


Er's drink and revel whilſt we may, 
And wiſely prop our nodding Fate; 
Y The eager Minutes fly away, 
And then alas! *rwill be too late. 


IT, 


Egypt is fruitful ftill the more 
The Channel of their Ne runs high, 
4 But when ſhe leaves the beaten ſhore, 
The Meadows ſcem to Fine and die. 
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| HL. 
Natimed is :aoalient {ti]] in this, 
The very Gods.themſelves wqu'd think 
Their Life but an imperfect bliſs, | 
Had they not nobler Wine to drink. | 


IV. 
The Z»dian Princes ſtarce are found 
| But in their drunken Fits to play, 
Like their great God they {till go round, 
| Andriſe much freſher ev'ry day. 


— 
——E—_—— 


On a Friend who deſir'd me to mak 


a Copy of Verſes on his Name. 


AD I the Pencil of Yandike to grace 
Each killing Feature of thy lovely Face, 
ThePicce ſhould ſpeak the Dictates of my Mind, 
To better Rules of Art, than now confin'd. 
But why ſhould I wiſh for his Pencil here 2 
Yoets with Painters in this Office ſhare. 


Thy 
Tm 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 


Thy very Looks whilſt T gaze on controul * 

{All the Joint Pow'rs of my wav'ring Soul,” +; 7 
Whilſt you but ſmile and in your Chair ſit ill - / 
Che Members diſobey the Maſter's Will ; | 
or where ſuch Clufters of PerfeQtions ſit,  /- 
xch would ſuffice. to raife the Ghoſt of Wit. 

Than this-what can a better Topick be, 
To convince Atheiſts there's a Deny 2? - 
Return my Muſe and let thy Cryſtal Stream, 
low to the Fountain-kead from-whence it came ; 
Stop not ſo ſoon, but with 4 Noble Grace 
Deſcribe the Zero's Name as well as Face ; 
Jove's Ganymed let down from Beams on high, 
bo tell us, that the/Poets did not lic ; 
So graceful in Diſcourſe, as that you'd ſwear 
&d brought the Manners of the Angels here; 
S0 amorous, ſo'gay, his Life does prove,” * 7: 
ou'd think him broughtupin the School of Loves 
'FTwas never known at once that Nature mcant 
[o mpuld a Subject, and an Accident, 


Thy 
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Thy Name and Nature'do fo well agree, 

Thy Name another Nature ſeems to be, 

| And as we read we make it out in thee. 

The Letters to the Humour's ſo well ſer, 

They ſhow the brighteſt in the Alphabet. 
Names'mny be chang'd, and many often do, 
But to change thine's to change your Nature toc 
Thy Name and Nature conſtifute a Bliſs, 

Nothing but Love ſure had a hand in this; | 
Thy Name by mortal Man was never giv'n, 

But in a New-years-gift was ſent from Heav'n. 


— _— — 


An Allufion to Claudian's Epigra | 
on Archimedes's Sphere. F 


| k Hen Fove beheld the vaſt ztherial Wor! 
v9 In the ſmall Compaſs of a Machinf 
ſhurl$ 


He ſmil'd, then turning to the Gods, ſaid he, 
The Apiſh World pretends to copy me; 


upon fever all ocafions. 1 x 


Irhe Laws of Nature ſo exactly giv'n, 
\s if that Man hadtravell'd ance in Heav'n. 


—_— CC — — —— ——  —— - AMC AY; 


Azainſt Kanwledge. 


Y | 
F none but Fools which are in Errqur bleſt, 
Can truly here be faid to hope for reſt ; 
Why do I then purſue, and try 
* Toread the Volumes of Philoſopy 2 
8 Ifay they're gaudy Non-fence aff, 
Mnd do like Flowers in the Antumn fall ; 
7] here is no Knowledge in this World below,” | 
For all we've read, we ſcarce our ſelvez can know. 


, IL 


afFhe thoughtleſs Man is never wrack d by Cares, 
Mho' the Storm rife he entErtains no fears, 

On any thing he can take hold, 

He cares not for the ſparkling Gold, 


I2 POEMS 
He never does the Metal ſlight, 


So that his Cz/ar's Image be on it ; 
Altho' the Bark's but ſmall, the Bottom's ſound, 


And tho' he ſleeps, ſhe'll never run aground. 


ITT. 


The Man that did to high rais'd Sence pretend, 
Confels'd that after all it had no End, 
So much deceiv'd, he did repine, 
So laviſhly he'd ſpent his time, 
Vowing that nothing here. below, 
{ Brought ſo much Sorrow, as this thing to know | 
| + But we, as fooliſh Gameſters uſe to do, 
'-- Still know the Trick, yet ſtill are cheated too, ' | 


IV. 


The Stagirite who knew all Nature's Laws, 


Prov'd the firſt Martyr in this ſilly Cauſe; 
But thou my Soul, with what thou'ſt ſeen 


Sit down, ner go behind the Screen 
Of Nature, for the Cauſe of things, 


T' obſerve the Motions, and the hidden Springs : 
Aſpi 


% &:;, 


upon ſeveral occaſuans. 13 


ſpire not too high ; if you'llimprove 
our Time, be ſure to ſpend it all in Love. ' 


Eee 


id, 


Tranſlated from the Italian Poet * 
SAnNnAZATIUSs. 


Hen Neptune ſaw the Virgin Yexice ſtand 
Fixd in the Waves, and give the Sea 
[command, 
low, Fove, ſays he, ſhall Rome compare wirh this? 
me Which you brag's the Worlds Metropolis ; 
ook firſt on this, proud Fove, then thar of thine, 
 1Fhar built by Men, this built by hands Divine. 


i4 POEMS ' 
An Apology for Rotne it Auſiver th 

that from Venice, tranſlated fromf 
_ a Latin Copy. | | 


Hen Rome had brought the neighbouring 
| FKingdoms down; 

And made the Empire of the World her own, 

The Seato 7ybur did Obedience pay, 

And Rome her ſelf the Univerſe did ſway : 

"Tis ſcarce worth bragging to relate ſhe ſtands 

Secure, firſt founded by Diviner hands ; 

This riſes to a Pitch more high, to ſay 

The Gods themſelves durſt not but Rome obey. - 


» 
— — 


A Mornng's Thought. . 


I. 
TC HY ſhould I grovel here below? 
Miſtake that hopeful Bliſs ro come ? 
At ſhadows graſp, as Heathens do, 


And never think of future Doom ? 
II. No; 


2 | 
7% 
y s 
I . 


_ 


 upon-ſeveral otcaftons. 5 
ſo, I will break this Houſe of Clay, 
- Whichclogs my fleeter Thoughts and Mind, 


y Guardian Angel bids away, 
Where I Eternal Bliſs may find. 


| 7% WEIP 
ſhile like the Lark I upwards fly, 
And leave this cloudy Magick Sphere, 
\ Weight of Joys Itheredeſcry, 
And Streams of Happineſs appear. | 


- 


IV. 


riumphant in this State Tll be, 
. Enjoy the Manſions of the Bleſt, 
Il gaze upon the Deity, 
The very inmoſt Point of Ret, i 
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To Mr. ). C. ſometime Schools 
 Maſier in Dablin. 


- 7 ith how much Wiſdom you correct 
} \ | [Crime 


Laying in flore againſt the future Time 
You pluck thoſe Weeds which in our Garden gro 
Then Scecds of Virtue you begin to ſow ; 
What greater Gifts could be beitow'd and giv'n? 
At once you both oblige our Earth and Heav'n ; 
You've Conquer' all the Science that's below, 
You ſtudy now to make us Live and Know. 


— 


Melancholy. 


Hen all was filenc'd, and in Peace 
la 
When ev'n Revenge ſome Reſt did entt | 


[t 


The God of Sleep did then my Soul furprize, 
And cover'd with a Veil my wearted Eyes, 


upon ſeveraFortaſions, BJ 

ſ<She happieſt Minute ) Repole to me, | 

Vhich from 'this living-Death could ſet me free.” -/ 

when 4pollo re-falutes our Sphere; ,, + 

OÞriving his Chariot through rhe travell'd Air, - - 

meſy Pains'that ſlept-a-while, begin to-riſe 

mQ nd ev'ry Ray that's darted,  wracks mine Eyes: , 

roFhe loatliſome Light my aRive Globes confound, 
Bind ev'ry riſing Sun renews the-Wound. 

*Fhe fetter'd Slaves the Light are glad to ſee, 

ich for a-while divertstheir Miſery, 

re then the World was made for all but me. 

y poignant Pains do on the Sun attend, 

0. whatſoever Tropick he does bend, x 

d tho' my diſmal Thovghts like Planets rove, ' 

tin one Portex with the'Sun they move, 

$ Influence creates new Pains, new Woe, 

the Moon makes the Waters ebb and flow, 

t when So/'s Courfrs do begin ro cool 

eir flaming Noſtrils in the Cryſtal Pool, 

' Þ Flames abare and to the Waters run, 

at they with greater Vigour may return, 


C 
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- Ohftrange ! how much diſmay'd I am to ſec, 
A Chain of Miſeries entail'd on me, . - | 
Thar glorious Light which all the World does pri 

'Doth caſt a Cloud of Sorrow on my-Eyes; 

The worſt of 4dam's Sons, the only Heir, 
Born to be tortur'd by the Weight of Care. 


On a Bee. 
[ 
Hou pretty ſweet laborious Bee, 
That ſuck'ſt the blooming Flowers fair 


By intellectual Chymitltry, 
And by thy Notes canſt eaſe thy Care. 


| II. 

Did but the whole World copy thee, 

And ſearch the Secrets of thy Art, 
In thee 'twould find a Treaſury, 

Beyond what Logick can impart. 


upon ſeveral otcnfrons. I9 


* a 


ITI. 

This ſtately Edifice of thine 

Where Nature and her Sweets do ſtand, 
; ſo tranſcendent and divine; 

It ſpeaks an over-ruling hand. 


Cu ee rean is ern ee on ne nn IE ne er — — — 


——_— 


Pre=exiſtence. 


N Ondertin'd ir this datk Priſon muſt 1 here, 
Watch till the Trumpet ſtrike mine Ear? 
uſt T neer know thy Goodneſs and thy Love, 
cauſe I did tranſgreſs thy Will above? 
uſt Clouds and Vapours ſtill obſcure my Mind? 
{uſt I! to this dark Sphere be thus confin'd ? 


0, PER TER away, 
nto the Regians of 2byighter Day. 


nie Glances of a State that's paſt I find, 

ake up the Corners of my thoughtful Mind, 

5 cover d Embers whenthey're blown, - create 
Flame, and repreſent my former State. 


hi 


C 2 The 
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| The Flaſhings of ſuch Joy do ſtrike ſo ſtrong 
My Temples, that I can't endure it long, 
I muſt diflolve and-in theſe Thoughts expire, 
And like the Prophet's Coach aſcend in Fire. 


m_—. 


U—— 


The Enyment. 


| 0 
Ater'd with Heav'ns Dew I ſit and ſiog, 
._ at thoſe who're over-whelm 


[with Cart 


| 


| 


Of bliſs I have an inexhauſted Spring, 
Which makes me young, as Age my Life impait 


IL 
] neither pine nor languiſh in my Rage, 
Tho' I have ſcarce one ſingle Spot of Ground; 
Some with vaſt Lands drag on a ſullen Ape, 
And their proud Thoughts no Limits cer 
[four 


_* 


upon ſeveral occaſtons. 


| II. - 
hat Pearl which Cleopatra ſwallow'd down, 
Crowding whole Kingdoms in one fingle 
[draught, 
idvanc'd not Axthoxny to the Rowan Crown, 
But poyſon-like Death. and DeſtruRion 
| (wrought. 
TV, 
| Fho' they lay proſtrate on the Beds of Sence, 
| Yet Stings like Vipers on their Boſom lay, 
ar oat ſuck'd our all which Nature did difpence, 
Till they conſum'd and waſted quite away. 


= V. 
iches like Spirits when we graſp, retreat, 
Pleaſure's a Bloſſom of the glorious Morn, 
3; $ Throne'sa gilded Trifle, Honours Seat, 
Theſe are the Bleſſings which the World adorn. 


VI. 


t ſince thefe ſwift wing'd Creatyres make away, 
Thy And 1 from all the World no pleaſure have, 
Cz Since 


JUL 


Es - 
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Since they play Tricks, F1l like a Wiſe-man fa 
There's no Enjoyment found this fide the Gri 


VII. 


The younger Brather's in a happy State 
Did he what Part he was toact but know ; 
Sleep on my Stars for I can rule my Fate, 
And be a King if Til but think it ſo. 


——_—— 


| On a Fly that was drown'd in a Lad 
Mouth. 


OW durſt thou leave thy little homey 

Preſumptuouſly to dare thy doom 2 F| 
Or would'ſt thou revel in the Air ? d 
Half drunk with ſipping Flowers fair; 
And ſeek out for a Place of Relt 
Until the Morn, to eaſe thy Breaſt ; 
Was it thy Pride to mount fo high 2 
To periſh bravely inthe Sky ? 


. Wis 
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afOr did'ſt thou think to rival all >. 

To ont-do Phaetos itt his fall» -; 

was nobly. done, and thou ſhalt be 
Talk'd of by Poſterity : 

Thy fellow Creatures that ſurvive may have 
gnoble life, but thou a Noble grave. 


— 


—y—_— 


« On the River Cam. 


Ith what ſweet Streams the River Cam 
[ does glide, 
And claſps his Daughter in on evry ſide ; 
Others perhaps by Traffick, Riches vear, 
But this brings Peace the ſweeteſt Ornament : 
dome do advance the natural Strength, of Towns, 
\nd are like Battlements to falling Crowns ; 
Vet this does flouriſh in a glorious State, 
hen they lie conquer'd by. the Hand of Fate. 
n Winter you ſupply our-Wants,. and how 
Pay Tribute to theMuſe's pleaſure too. 
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The 'Trees do flouriſh in fuch Order here, 

As they were plac'd by Qrpheas's tuneful Lyre ; , 
And if the Sun his ſcorching Beams diſplay, 
Here is 2 Refuge from the Heat of Day ; 

Had Phebus.ever Cams great Virtue known, 
He'd fix d his Muſes in the Neighb'ring Town; 
Cam is the greateſt Bleſling in our Eyes, 

He makes us happy, and he makes us wiſe. 


The Retirement. 


I. 
Ail ye dear Groves, and ſilent Plains, 
Void of loud Tumult, Care and Strife; 
Here let me leave the laſt Remains, 
The Burthen of a troubFd Life. 
: IL - 
Lodg'd by the Murmurs' of a;Stream, 
Let may looſe Thoughts: be i{car'd away, 
Bent on no idle wand'ring Theme, 
- But torefine this Houſe of Clay. 


| 
' 
| 
We 


[ a 
- «4 
F 4 
PLA ©. 
. &e- da 
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III. 
Let Viſions of Seraphick Light 
My ſoaring Fancy entertain, 
Rais'd to a much more noble Height, 
Of Pleaſure from fo bleſt a Scene. 


IV. 


luſh'd with the Proſpect of that State, 
Ler me deſpiſe the World's decoys, 
Thoſe formal Idols of the great, 
And fix upon more ſolid joys. 


On Muſick, 


Ongſt all the Bleſſings that on Lifeattend, 
'Mong(t all the Bleſſings that the Gods 
[can ſend, 
o Jay, no Bliſs, my —_— Heart can find, 
ulick alone inſlames my drooping Mind ; 
ay, ſhe would mount her Wings, and fly away, 
ot be confin'd to this dull Lump of Clay, 


 —— 


Did 
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Did not the Charms of Muſick moſt divine 
Unite, and things ſo wide, ſo cloſe combine: 

I wender where's the Fountain of this bliſs, 

If Heav'ns Joy be here on Earth, tis this. 

Nay, without this the very Gods would be 

As much diſſatisfied with Life, as we. 

. What complicated Wonders in thee ſhine ! 
The God-head is by thee made more divine. 
Could the Gods ſecret Whiſpers reach mine Ear, 
When I at their Tribunal ſhou'd appear ; 

My panting Breath with Muſick ſhou'd keep tim 
And with her lateſt Breath Td yield up mine ; 


I fear I ſhould diſfolve for very Joy, 
For Bliſs it ſelf o'er-charg'd can Life deſtroy. 


— —_—_=AG_ 


On the Preſervation of the Library 1 
Dublin-Colleze. 


1 Hen all was buried in one common Fat 
8 And'made a Victim to the Popiſh Stat 


'Y 
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Sore kinder Angel there did Centry ftand, . 
And with his Sword did guard the Mules Land ; 
Land which no Tribute to her Monarch pays, 
Bur that of Homage, Reverence and Praiſe, 
How ofr did theſe deſtrutive Men conſpire, 

To ſet the Temples of the Gods on fixe 2 - 

But ſome preventing Wonder ſtill came in, 
Which blaſted theDeſtgn, but not the Sin. 
Often the Jeſuits did their Lords addreſs, 

They might obtain our Wits Metropo/is ; 
Another Party full as ſtrong put. in, 

Andclaim'd as theirs, our Learnings Magazin ; 
But held by hands Divine, our Paztheonflood, 
And bravely rode between tw Seas of Blood. 
The French as often ſtrove to ſteer this Ark, 
Where all the 7ri/þ Science did Embark 

To their own Coal}, bur all they did in vain, 
Some Eaſtern Wind ſtill drove her back again ; 
And having now eſcap'd th' intended Doom, = 
In pomp Sh*out-bravesthe Vatican of Rome, 


Tu 


«* 
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_ Tu ne quzfieris, ut of Hor. 
Parapbrasd. 
Earch not how far wiſe ZZomer's Chain can pr 

| Whoſe Motion rules the infant World below 

On this the Fabrick of the World depends, 
And when Fove ſpeaks, our Life begins or ends. 
Pray uſe no Spells, nor on the Planets call 
To tell you when the hopeful Tree may fall ; 


The Gods don't think it fit that Man ſhou'd look 


Into the Leaves of Fates myſterious Book ; 
| Be wiſe, I fay, take oft that Glaſs of Wine, 
The Sun perhaps again may never ſhine ; 


| - Live whilſt you may diveſt your Life of Sorrow, 


And truſt not to the Fool's Put-off to Morrow. 


: ———— 
—_——— 


Gere HE re Ir AC ESO 


The Meditation. 
[ 


f Hen Reaſon with her Robes aſcends th 
[Throne 


And wkty all my ſcatter'd Thoughts calls home 
Ty 


. 
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The Meſſenger is ſo divine, 

Unto her Laws I muſt reſign, 

For ſhould'T let theſe Thoughts but rove 

They'd: fix upon' Tyrannick Love ; 

They'd tranſcend all the Bounds of Air, 
And like a blazing Comet woud inflame my Sphere. 


IL 
he main Spring of my Paſlion's raisd ſo high, 
ol - [I fear 'twill break, eer 'twill-comply; 
| Some pure ztherial Flame 
Muſt melt this haughty Frame ; 
For ſhould I like the Earths bold Son 
Aſpire, the Gods would fend me down ; 


In this low Element T'd rather die, 
han ſuffer ſhipwrack in the floating Sky. 


— 


ITI. 


I know that Pride's the bane of things, 
th$And buries in the Earththe Crowns of Kings ; 
The Angels fell by this, 

From that Eternal bliſs. 


Babel 
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- Babel by this was built ſo high, 

As 'twould the lofty Clouds outvy, 
And thought the Heavens to have ſcal'd, 
But with thoſe Mountains poorly fail'd. 


IV. 


When Meſes did the flaming Mount aſcend, 
Diviner powers did his Frame defend ; 
But if you ſhould preſume 
Too ſoon you'd find the doom ; 
Thoſe dreadful Flaſhings hinder thee, 
The Light of that Felicity, [know, 
Since you the Threatnings which attend you, 
ſbelow, 
Come down, the Scene is more tranſparent Here 


Vs 
Suppoſe I could command the Bridle of the Sun, 
And round this mighty Globe of Pleaſure run ; 


Suppoſe I'd Liberty to ſee 
What's written in the Leaves of Deſtiny ; 


.Ot 
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Or knew I when the Weights of Time, 

Would tumble, and this World decline ; 
Yet after all, what would 'my purchaſe be, 
' Phould i be loſt for ever in a ſad Eternity ? 


VI. 


arewel Ambition and your gaudy Train, 
Il! never climb to be thrown dowa again ; 
What-ever Vanities may lay, 
| AsNets of Pleaſure in my way, 


Like Hannibal 
v.k IIltread them down, and cut through all ; 
uf - Forfſince no Pleaſure can be found 
V; Inthe moſt beauteous Spot of Ground, 


rel By humble Thoughts my FateTll prove, 
hich leads me as a Star to the bleſt Seats above, 


On the Poprſb Conſpiracy. - 


þ H diſmal Scene! the Fiends and Furies now 
Are Doves in Treachery compar'd with you. 
What 


L mac 
wy 


Js 
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What but the Spawn of Hell-cou'd thus deſign, 
Our Worlds great Ruine with the Royal Line ? 
Had not that Eye, and Heav'ns peculiar Care 
Brought forth to Light what cunning Jeſuits da: 
Had this prov'd well their Malice ſtruck fo high, 
They would endeavour to invade the Sky. 
The Poets dream't, and 'twas a Dream, as old, 
The Northern World was ſtill benumb'd with cold 
But to our coſt we find, tho' there's. ſmall Sun, 
Yet Streams of Heat do through her Bowelsrun ; 
Here do the Popes the Devils Chymilis play, 
And blow the treaclirous Fire night and day, 
Which ſprings from pious Zeal which warms then 
. [{ 
And yet keeps Commerce with the World below 
Who'd think the Popes that fit in Perer's Chair, 
Should open Hell to ſend the Furics here ? 
"Twas to repay their Maſter's vaſt Arrears, 
Who ſerv'd their Intereſt for many Years ; 
And bravely done, it ſhall through Age to come 
Stand facred in the Lilts of Hell and Rome. 


$a; 
Mr +, 
Fl. 


upoit ſtverhFortafions. 33 
On rhe Sooy 110fs of Mars j Life. - | 


HE Lamp of 2 decays each Minute 
 [more, 


The bettet cubftarice”* $ ſo far gore, 
The Flames the curward Cafe feed on; 
"i Who thin can otir loft < Oil reſlore'? ; 

Time doesand witl or alf things prey, 
» hungry' tlidt ar laſt; Twill eat it felf away. 

| 7 ovE 

ome matter ſtill the blazing Sun ſupplies, 
en And ſatisfies that greedy Flartie, 
[{ Tho' he (till watts he's til :the ſam, 
W Feeding ion all ty 4djacent Skies - 

But wliew Man's pref6'd below the Line, 
never ſees agairy his Netive Clime. 

| ITT. 

viit as'the Wind his Life runs fleeting on, 
ne Hurried by the Bent of Tide, x, 
| ' In Charox's Boat to th' other Side, 
Before he knows his Liſe is gone ; 
| D 


” Fay » 
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So bad hisInn, ſo ſhort his Age, 
He doubts if &er he'd been upon the Stage. 


IV. 


'Tis vain to boaſt with Pride, he's Fortunes heir 
That ſtrength and pow'r from her.is giv! 
To bribe the Meſlengers of Heav'n, * 
Secing the fatal Day's ſo near: 
So with theſe Fogls blind Fortune plays, 
And whilſt ſhe ſmiles, unravels all their days. 


| V. 
He lives a Neſtor's Age, who lives this Day, 
And with each ſetting Sun 
His Stage in doing well has run, 
_ . And trifles not his Time away ; 
The beſt the longeſt Livers prove, 
And he is beſt who ſpends it moſt in Love. 


upon (everal occaſions. 3s 3 


{ Dialogue between Reaſon and the 
Inferior Powers. 


Reaſon, Hat Tumult's here within 2 what 
| [Storms are theſe > 
I fear they are my home-bread Enemies 
_ I fearce have leaſure to bewail my Fate, 
Th unruly Faction preſſes on the Gate: 
>| Wasever Monarch ſo diſturb'd as I > [nigh ; 
My Thoughts fo dark, I'm ſure ſome Storm is 
What Rebel leads this ſtubborn Faction on, 
Guards, Guards, or elfe I'm loſt and quite un- 
be [done? 
Where's Man's Prerogative? his beſt defence, 
Alas, muft truckle to the ſway of ſence ; 
I'm like a Captive Monarch bound in Chains, | 
| bear the Title, but the People reigns. 


fe, If you're unhappy, overcharg'd with Woe, 


Blame your own Choice, not us, that made _ 
| [youſo; 


D 2 | If 
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If you let. looſe to Pleaſure ad Delight, 
You rob your ſelf of your undoubred Right ; 
If you with Prudence would your Pow main- 
(tain, 

We ſhou'd live ng and you happy reign: 
But youdiſſoly'd, melting in Pleafures lie, 
And like the Phenix in your Spices fry : 

. On your account our State to. Ruine goes, 
And ſinks much falter than it ever role. 


Reaſ. Alas! Suppoſe I havenot govern'd well, 
Muſt you on that take Arms, and then rebel : 
Princes are nat confin'd to Laws, not I 
For ev'ry thing I do {hall tell you why ; 
My Pow'r is from Jove's tranſcendent Throne, 

My Patent's good ; Hl rule and act alone. 


Tnfe. See how the haughty Monarch ſwells wit 
[Prideg - 

Thinking all Power to his Crown's ally'd; 
Nay, we our ſelves, and our Commiſſion too 
Derive our Power from Heav'n as well as you 
Thq 


Bs 


Tho' Monarch of the leſſer World yoy be, 
Yet we are Brothers of that Famuly, 
5 | And when the Elder's mad, or proves a Drone, 


N- "Tis fit that we ſhould ſtep into his Throne, 
IN, 


Reaſ. Tm now well fatisfied why you complain, 
You think you're injurd 'cauſe you cannot 
| [reign : 
You're only envious at the Crown Iwear, 
You'fain would revel.in a higher Sphere : 
But I'm refolv'd I'll curb your Faction fo, 
Like Foſeph's Slaves hereafter you ſhall bow ; 
el? And where fo cer my Man of War you ſee, 
Be ſure you lowre your bending Flag to me. 


_— a 4 ah 


Contentedneſs. 


Thank the Gods that in a Sphere I move 
Secure, but ſubject to the Darts of Love ; 

I ſoar not on thoſe Heights where Envy teigfs 
But with Humility f court the Plains: 


D 3 Muſt 
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a, * 
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Muſt T complain the Stars prove croſs to me, 
'Cauſe I was born in ſuch a low Degree ? 

Muft expect a Tribute from the Weſt, 

'Cauſe Alexander conquer'd all the Eaſt? 
Methinks I ſee Sejanus in the Clouds, 
Throng'd for a-while by the adoring Crouds ; 
Upon the waxen Wings of Fame he flies, 
And darkens with his, Train the glorious Skies : 
Thus like a Vapour he aſcends in pain, . 
But like a condens'd Cloud falls down again; 


The great cauſe, Fortune's blind, her Pow'r deſpile 


But in her Kingdom ſhe has Argus Eyes. 


-— 


The Call. 


I, 
Þ* ye imperious Charms of Love, 


Peace ye {weet Syrens of the Air, A 


Not all your melting Notes can move - 
My fleeting Soul, or keep it here,...: 


upon ſeveral occaſions. _ 39 


IT. 
Diviner Eccho's bid me go 
To the refreſhing Fields of Light, 
Algho' the Air is groſs below, 
. Yet nothing ſhall retard my flight. . 


, 'TIT. 

Lo! now I mount, and as I riſe, 
Succeſlive Scenes of new Delight 
. Prepare my weaker Mortal Eyes 
4 To gaze on the Eternal Light. 


——_——__ 
CTTENGS 
— 


I ' From als Italian Ports, 


The Binth-Day. 


Ring me Azrelius, bring, me Wine, 
Roſes about my Temples twine, 
Make me a ſhady Grove which may. 
"Pamp the too pow 'rful Heat of Day ; 

[! hate a ſplendid Houſe, a Noble Seat, 
are the Trappings of the Great ; 
D 4 


' 


Di 
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Come let us ſit along the Ground, 
And let the Glaſs go freely round: 
So when I've fairly drank my ſhare, 
In ſlumbers I will drown my Care ; FY 
Thus T1! carouſe and baniſh Sorrow, 
Who knows if he ſhall live to Morrow ? 
'Fis wiſe to revel whilſt we may, 
Since Youth. and Beauty fly away. 


I TI ———__ 


The Indifferency. 
Ho's PEI who s Pope, Im not con- 
\  [cern'd, 
I care not how the Helm of State is turn'd ; 
The Planet of my Days did ne'er deſign 
A Crown for me, thea why ſhould I repine? 
Nay, were.we born inſulting Monaschsall; + 
For fomething. more unta the Gods we'd call ? - +. 
£ Lay, 
Grant that they would our Vows: complkeat, and 
Chuſe ev'ry Manandask now when you may ; 


OC ——_ I 


n 


_ i _ 
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On greater Terms theſe fickle Men would ſtand, 


| No place can fill their Minds, but Jove's'Right- 


[hand. 


1 O Vanity fo weak that mounts ſo high, 


Ne 


| That mult as ſurely fall as'you and I! 


The partial Sea wracks their poor Ships alone, 
They proſper ſcarce abroad, and ſcarce at home : 
For whilſt on Pinacles of great Renown 

They fit, they're ſeen a-while, then tumble down, 
In building Monuments they ſpend their days, 

And then gape for, the Poet's Manna, praiſe. 
Methinks againſt the Gates of theſe I ſee 

Death coming on with her Artillery, 

Whilſt the Fam'd Scipio walks in his own Fields, 


improving by his Art, what Nature yields; 


S$o taken up with theſe, that 'tis in vain, 
To ſtrive to hale him to his Crown again. 


 [Ecarn then my Soul, on Heay to fix your Eye, 


'JReſolve to live, as you reſolve to die; 


{Ask of the Gods what's meet, that you may have | 


A quiet Cottage, and a ſilent Grave ; 


Venture 
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Venture not far iato the dangerous deep, 
But on the Land an Equal proſpe& keep; 
The Ship is weak and ſmall wherein we fail, 
And at the Mercy of each conqu'ring Gale : 
The Umbrage ef a Middle-ſtate I'll prize, 
In peace Ill hve, in peace Fil cloſe my Eyes. 


Aa —_— 


——— — 


The H 27006 i 


[. 
"A Way from me ye fulſome Joys, away, 
Make to ſome outward World, I fay, 
I'm cloy'd, I'll ſee your Face no more, 
Youre Idols all, your Cheats I'll ncer adore. 


| II. 
I'm now fo well acquainted with you all, 
Tit never liſten to your Call ; 
Tl like 2lyſes ftop mine Ears, - 
Anl never kear the Syrez's Charming Pray rs. 


TIL My| 
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ITI. 
My eager Spirit longs to diſengage 
Her Powers from this worldly Cage, 
Tl for no Heav'nly Convoy ſtay, 
But fly and haſten on the Wings of Day. 


I V. 
No bleſt Contenyment can with-hold my Mind, 
Eden it ſelf is leis refin'd, 
Were all the Univerie my Seat, 
| Twould never pleaſe me, tho'it made me great. 


V. 

To ſome dark ſilent Vault 1 will repair, 
Black as theſe Thoughts and Sorrows are, 
Where Monarchs are in Peace laid down, 

Conquer'd by Burthens that attend a Crown. 


VI. 

Here Hell it ſelf ſhall not my Sout moleſt, 
. Nor fill with anxious Cares my Breaſt, 
From Noife and Trouble here 1 ll ceaſe, 
And keep one Sabbath of Eternal peace. 


© 3 : 
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On the King's landing at Harwich, 
after he bad been expos'd to many 
Dangers m his Voyage to Hol= 
land. | 


'y S theglad Perſrans, ſo the Britains run 
To pay their Homage ta the Riſing-ſun ; 
While Streamers and the ſwelling Sails foretel, 
Our dread Auguſtus is both fafe and well : 
See on the filver Billows how they ride, 
Having ſo great a Charge they ſwell with Pride, 
Hoping ſome Midwite land would come fo near, 
To take their Lord, and eaſe their Pious fear. | 
With what full Joy does the glad Court embrace |: 
The Kingdom's Glory, and the Nation's Peace? |” 
Our Lives, our Fortunes, at your Seat we throw, || 
A Complement to ſome, a Debt to you. 
The facred Wiſhes which we keptin ſtore, 
Contribute nothing to your Welfare more ; 
Loud in your Praiſe the well-throng'd People ſhow, 
The Gods attend our Ce/ar here below. * | 


When 


. 
# 3 
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J when firſt he to the welcome Shore repair'd, 
{He bravely dar'd that Death which all elſe fear'd; 
-f And when the Tempeſt roſe, there was-no place 
For vulgar Paknefs in a Kingly face: 

Dark was the Cov'ring which the Seas o'er-fpread, 
The Stars his Lamps, the reſtleſs Waves his Bed ; 
Tho' Nature ſhew'd the uglieſt Face of Night, 

His very Looks ſupply'd the abſent Light. 

Go on- Auſpicious Prince, thy Life will raiſe 

An Everlaſting Monument of Praiſe, 

And where thy Standards ſhall in pomp diſplay, | 
Thy Enemies ſhall tremble, fear, obey: - 
Peace, Happineſs, and all rhe Gods can fend, 

Shall on your Kingdom, and your Courtattend; 
Your Counſel is from Fove's tranſcendent Throne, 
By which you rule, and conquer all alone. 
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On Dr. G. Reducing the Tears ty 


Terms, which were requiſite for 
them who took their Bachelours 
Degree. 


Pindarick. 
T | 
E gone dull lazy Fame, why doſt thou ſtay ;| 
Exalt him on the Wings of day; _ | 
Speak with as many Tongues, as there ſhall be 
Kingdoms or Nations to be taught by thee ;—_ | 
 Informithe World what's done, or 
What Courſe is taken here at home, 
To ſtock the World with learned Men, | 
Tell it them o'er and oer agen. #; 

Here Solomon is born once more, 
'Who ſhall our loſt and ſleeping Wit reſtore ; 
And if a Profelyte ſhall from a-far, | 
Point tothe Weſt, be thou his leading Star. 


I I. Since 
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| IL. 
Since the unhappy Fall 
A Curſe has been entail'd on all, 
SI Like younger Brothers w'are oblig'd to ſhare 
Th' Eſtate of Learning, tho' the whole's but ſmall; 
But to our great Profeſlor's Chair 
All Learning is ally'd, and claims the Throne, 
As a vaſt Species alone. 
/ z} Happy I am that I was born to ſee 
The Phenix, ſitting on his ſpicy Tree. 
| _. Noah reſtor'd the delug'd World, 
Who ſuffer'd Shipwrack in their Houſes, hurl'd 
By one common Fate, but Gower alone is he 
Who Paradiſe when loſt, - reſtor'd the Tree ; 
The Tree of Knowledge mighty fair, 
As what's engrafted or; muſt ſurely bear. 


III, 


Before you came the Oracles were ſilent all, 
| None ever by this way did call ; 

Wit in Conſumption was, andev'ry Clown 
With Liberty cou'd wear a Scholar's Gown. 


CC 


A * 
(vi 


, But ſince-ſhe did her'Face unkindly ſhrow'd 
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A Souldier could enliſt his Name, 
And fly to Wars from which helately came, 


; "Twas four Years ſpace. at laſb that Crown'd- 
But you; Lycurgas, like do now reſtore 

Much more than what we ever loſt before ; 
You are our Athex's Prop, our Muſes's Friend, 
A happier Gitt the Gods could never ſend. 


| ALure cou'dcallthemall away, - 1a 


R "FE 
_—— amd , CCCCOIINS 


— 


The Golden-Agr 


N pious Times of Old, in Sergrn'sReign, 
AW Wherein no Strife, no Envy, ao Diſdain, 

'  Defac'd the Colour of that Candid Fhrone, 
Where Innocenee unrivald fat alone; 

Where no forc'd Laws were in his Kingdom found 
Before Ambition did divide the Ground : 
Virtue did then ker brighteſt Light beſtow, 
And ſway'd the: Motions of this World: below. 


# Behind the Curtains of a ſable Cloud: 
= | Ther 


| 


I 
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1 


- Hoping the Golden-Age may then come on ; 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 4.9 


Then Envy ſprung thoſe Vipers which did prey, 
On Innocence and Virtue Night and Day : 
Then ſhe gave Laws to all the World beſide, 
Taught Avarice to flow with-ev'ry Tide ; 

Into the Bowels of their State, which then 
Debauch'd the wiſeſt and the beſt of Men ; 

The World in Sin grew older ev'ry Day, 

And upſtart Lights new Converts did convey 
To unknown Lands,where as they came and ſpread, 
Vice did in Triumph ſhew her daring head : 

[ long to ſee the Threads of Time full ſpun, 


But oh, "ris vain to think 'twill e'er fall out, 
Till Plato's mighty Year ſhall wheel abour. 


The Recantation. 


[. 


Now, good Sir, preſent my humble Muſe, 
| Clad in tlioſe Mournings which her felt did 
[chule, 


en 


hh 


E The 
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' The fitteſt Garment for ſo foul a Sin, 

Her treacherous Boſome once conceiv'd within ; 
But tho' ſhe Mourns, ſhe thinks her Pennance due, 
And courts her Sentence if it comes from you. 


IL. 
A ſpeaking Sadneſs in her Looks ſhe wears, 
And like a frantick Sybil writes in Tears ; 
Whole Clouds of Grief around her Temples play, 
And damp the Fierceneſs of the riſing Day ; 
Like tortur'd Men upon the Wrack ſhe ſtands, 
Begging a ſwift Reprieve from your kind Hands. 


TIL. 
Ah fooliſh Creature now thy Wit's betray'd, 
Th unhappieſt Sally that you ever made ; 
How durſt you ſtrike at an Almighty's Throne, 
Hurl'd by ſome Evil Genius of your own? 
For the forc'd Praiſes of a Worthleſs ſhe, 
To rob the Treaſure of Divinity. 


fed 4 Of tay 


e, 
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IV. 


Had you been wiſe and coaſted well the Shore, 
You might with Safety ſeen already or ; 

But when you ſtrive to ſhoot the Gulph, you find 
A Chain of Dangers wait and ſlay behind ; 

"Tis hard upon the floating Waves to ſtand, 
Unleſs ſupported by th' mighty hand. 


V. 


I might have travell'd in this Sea of Pri-i-, ' Tide; 
Had you not check'd the Waves, and 1ttop! i tne 
By your wiſe Counſels I am warm'd within, 

Like Ordeal-fire they have purg'd mv Sin; 

So when benighted Pilgrims loſe their way, 
They bleſs the Star that uſhers in the Day. 


VI. 


I know the Blackneſs of that ugly Piece, 

Struck much more high than ever Rome or Greece ; 
FI ſtand my Poſt, and never more ſubmit 

To the vain Tyrannies of fooliſh Wit : 


3 
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And all that's loſt I ſhall retrieve again ; 
For when the Act of Folly's finiſh'd clean, 
What ſhould the Poet do, but ſhift the Scene ? 


——— 


From Sannarius.. 


On a Trojan Lady. 
__ whoſocer thou art that paſſeſt by, 


| Poor Maximilla in this Vault does lie ; 
With her the Beauty of the World expires, 
Her amorous Paſſions, and her gentle Fires ; 
The fatal C/otho did this Tomb prepare 
Toeaſe her Troubles, and interr her Care-:; 
The Fates her Friends no Nuptial Favours gave, 
But the fad Cypreſs that attends the Grave ; 
You ſee, my Friend, all's ſubject ro decay, 
And you perhaps muſt the next Call obey : 
All the rare Beauties that invei: the Ball, 
Mut in their timely Autuinn flag and fall ; 


Here 


m [XU 


——_— 


upon ſeveral occaftons. 


Here the Original of Sweetnels lies, 
Her Body fades, her Virtue never dies ; 
Lamented by the amorous Boy, 
Lamented by the Maids of 7roy. 


— 


On the unhappy State of Ireland, 
by reaſon of the Croil War. 


Pindarick. 


I. 

Nhappy Kingdom how thou'rt tofs'd abour 
Since the firſt Sailors found thee out! 
That Peace which did the World forſal:©, 

And thither did her private Voyage make, 

Hoping to build her Neſt 
In Privacy and Reſt, 
Is now diſturb'd and doom'd to be 

Like wand'ring Caz, ſhut out of all Proſperity. 
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II. 


How art thou chang'd unhappy Iſle! 
Now all thy Tenants are become Exile; 
In Plagues more fraitful than the River N//e : 
Surely Another Aaron's Rod, 
Mov'd by the Anger of a Hebrew God ; | 
Threatens the Kingdom's Fate, at whoſe Command 
 Obedient Evils over-flow the Land. 


ITL. 


The Riches of the World beſide 
Of old flow'd in to thee with ev'ry Tide, 
As high as Egypt's Pyramids 1n Pride : 
' Learning and Force did thee compoſe, 
As Soul, and Body us; 
But yer thy Noble and Majeſtick State, 
Made thee an eaſier Prey for Fate, 
[ fear too ſoon thy Ruine, and thy Riſe too late: 


I'V. Thoy 
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IV. 


Thou like an Empty hulk at Sea, 
. Void of a Pilot doeſt the Winds obey, 
Thy valued Lading thrown away : 
Pitied by thy Neighbours all, 
Thou floateſt and wandreſt on the watry Ball ; 
and Sad as the Place where Yulcas fell, 
Doom'd only by the Gods to make a Hell. 


\ 

But ſince thou'rt ſunk ſo low into the Main, 
May Phebus raiſe his Delos once again : 

May all the Pow rs above, 

Make thee once more the Ile of Love 
May no Egyptian Darkneſs rear 
, Her footy Wings to cloud this Air ; 
May all thy Cares and Storms diſſolve away, * 
And rife thou bright and happy evry Day. 


E 4 
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Diſcontent, 


HE twinkling Stars that gild the Night, 
And chequer Blackneſs with their Light 


Are in their State more bleſt than : 
They can revel in their Sphere, 
And in their Rounds take pleaſure there, 
Whilſt here I pine and die. 


The Jolly Sun at ev'ry ſtage, 
With Liquor does his Thirft aſſwage, 
And in his State's more bleſt thanT : 
Alike he riſes ev ry Day ; 
Buxome, pleaſant, freſh, and gay, 
Whilſt here I pine and die. 


Fair Cy#th:a never goesto bed 

. Without Endymion at her Head , 
| And 1n her State's more bleſt than I : 
Fre{h with the Joys of Love, 

She re-ſalutes the Stars above, 

Whullt here I pine and die. 


The Conſolation. 


Ine not too much, my Soul, nor mourn, 
"Cauſe in this World you're left alone ; 
Hereafter you will have, 
much more noble Prize than they, 
ho only on their Pleaſures prey, 
| A Crown the other fide the Grave. 


he vain Deſire to be great, 
$ real hunger, but deluſive Meat ; 
They never ſtand to ſee 
The Precipice that's coming on, 
Till they are lat and quite undone, 
And bury'd in Eternity. 


Theſe common and vexatious Cares, 
Which trouble and enlarge our Fears, 
Can neer the good annoy ; 
For ſhould that ſink into the Main, 
There's one can buoy thee up again, 
| And crown thee with Eternal joy. 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 57 


On 
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On the Death of - the moſt Renown 
Pierce Brackenbury Do#our i 


Phyſick, and Senor Fellow of Si 
John's. 


Pindarich. 
_ 
h S Perſtans when their Monarch dies, 
Provide no cheap. Solemnities ; 
On Piles as Noble as his old abode, 
The Embalm'd Body of the Prince is laid, 
Convey'd in ſpicy Atoms to the Skies, 
And there ador'd like the great Sun their God ; 
So we, creat Soul, dare not prophane, 
With common Elegies thy ſacred Name ; 
In ſuch high Strains we ought to ſing, 
As Cowley did the Glories of the Hebrew King ; 
Strains which cc Muſes owe, c 
For all the good you mparted here below, 
A Tribute which 1s due, 
Since we receiv'd our ſecond Birth from you, 
Qur Azher's Healgr and Inſtructor too. 


LI. P; 


A 


r 
p) 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 


| I1. 


The e£ſculapius of the Britiſh Iſle ? 


ou'd bauk'd her Appetite in ev'ry Prey, 
Vhich ſhe expeRed to have ſnatch'd before, 
(Growing much wiſer ev'ry Day ; ) 
well acquainted with our State below, 
dare not fay you have Addition now : 
Nor was your Care and Labour leſs, 
Youdid your utmoſt Skill engage 
To prop the ruines of decaying Ape. 
Had you in former Times been known, 
When Gods did frequently come down 
To viſit, and to talk with Men, 
On ev'ry Altar you had ſeen, 
Which the more Zealous People raiſe, 
Continual Vows and Offerings of Praiſe. 


8 
Methinks I fee the Angels bear 


Thy Soul a-long the liquid Air, 


oof = 
So +» 


le envious Death could you not ſpare a-while, 


ut ſhe was Conſcious, if You'd liv'd much more, 


Whither 


60 POEMS 
Whither St. Zuke, and all the Rings 
Of Seraphins in Robes of Light appear, ) 
Rejoycing you at laſt are come ' 
Unto your bleſſed Ancient home : 
And if Phyſicians cannot bear the Load 
Of Fleſb, but ſtruggle ſtill to get away 
From the Confinement of this Cage of Clay, 
Why ſhould this Place be our Abode ? 
Can we not borrow Wings 
From Virtue ? Aiming at things above, | 
Where we ſhall feed on Angel's Manna, Love ; | 
Surely the Place is fine, ſince he, | 
Tho' he could cure his own Defect, L 
Yet out of cold Reſpe&t | 
To Earthly joys, forſakes the Realms of our MorsÞ; 
ſtality,Þ\ 


Ea 
Hi 
0: 
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Jn the Earl of Danby's COUT ag10Us 
Enterpriſe at La-Hogue,. who 
ſet the French Ships on fire. 


Erurn with all the Triumph that is due, 
Great Sir, to the moſt welcome Peace and 


[You ; 


ot young Auguſtus with more manly Rage, 

he numerous Fleet at 4:/;um did engage ; 

han you the French, who proudly, tho' in vain, 
laim'd the Dominion o'er the Brzti/h Main: 

ut when the moſt illuſtrious Danby came, 

His Canon leſs commanding than his Name ) 
r-Parting his awful Pow'rs, they ſoon gave way, 
y.And ſhrunk like Spirits at the ſight of Day : 

when great Fove of old refolv'd to quell 

rth's ſtubborn Sons, that vainly did rebel ; 
Himſelf engag'd in a more Tragick Play, 

Lalls for Alcides to decide the Fray : 
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They might have been deftroy'd cer this, *rish 
| [true,| 
But the kind Fates reſerv'd that Work for you, 
England's Mecenas, and Agrippa too. 
We read the Fam'd Achilles ne're would go ; 
But arm'd with Yulcas's Shield to meet his Foe; |, 
Whilſt your more noble Soul ſcorn'd all Defence 
But that of Virtue and of Innocence ; 
Scarce had our Cannons-mouths begun to roar, 
But the Pale French ſteer to the Gallick ſhore ; 
And the brave £n2/iſþ Courage led by you, 
Eaper as Falcons to the Quarry flew ; 
Where in Confuſion the throng'd People ſtood, 
Your Men {till preſiing on, and you the leadin 
» [God 
And in compaſſion to thoſe Men that fell, r 
Gave them bright Tapers in their way to Hell ; |} 
Here mighty Heaps of vulgar Souls did ſtand, þ} 
Waiting to periſh by ſo bravea hand ; f 
But you retir'd when the great Work was done, 
Whoſe brighter Flames eclips'd the gazing Sun ; þ 


[ 


Jn 


L ; 


FR 
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'tiskt the fam'd Cz/ar and his Romans be 
UC ht Dwarfs in Courage, when compar'd to Thee g 
 foleſsa Hero could their Fury tame, | 
wis himſelf trembles to hear your Name: 
ow we deſpiſe the worſt Aſſaults of Fate, 
-5 ſou guard the Sea, Carmarthen guards the State 
©&F;/l;am rides conquerour o'er the vanquiſh'd Ball, 
nd Mary's pow'rful Charms ſubdue us all. 


The Conſummation. 


Fav ns King drives hard, the Writs are ſeal'd 
in By Mercury to call a Parliament, [and ſent 
oli officious Angels poſt away, 

nd at their ſight the tow'ring Clouds give way 
; [he Patent's paſs'd the Seals, Great Fove will have 
ne common Coffin, and one common Grave. 
heir 'Looks ſpeak Terrour, and their dreaded 
[ Hands, 
1 Triumph bear their Maſter's great Commands: 


LE Thus 


CU 
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Thus whil?: they ſpeak, the World is at an end, 
And mighty 'Thundrings do the Scene attend : 
The fatal Clock has ſtruck, and ſounds all oer, 
Time ſhall reverſe its Wheels, and be no more ; 
The Elements ſhall jarr, the Stars ſhall fall 
Upon the Surface of this Earthly Ball ; 

Fhe ſweaty Clouds ſhall to the Center ſhake, 

| And afterwards one blazing Comet make ; 
Phebus ſhall of his rigid Fate complain, 

And neer ſhall number out one Stage agen ; 
But when he ſees this World inflam'd he'll run, 
And graſp the Bridle of this Earthly Sun. 


The End of the Firſt Part. 


'S, ON G 2 


AND 


TRANSLATI ONS, \ 
By the ſame Hand. 


The Second Port 


= . 
mn ll. bo 
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Ad mea formoſe valtas adhibete Puellz . 
'C armins, purpurens que mihi diceat Amor, 
Ovid. Lib. Amor 2. es t. 


[67] 


Deſtin'd to Love, 


I. 

Erhaps I ſhall be cenſur'd by the Wiſe, 

For feeding thus mine Eyes; 

Alas, *tis Fate, I muſt adore, 
Fach time I gaze on her much mote, and more ; 
From her bright Looks ariſe, 
Effluvinms fo well refin'd, 
As can almoſt reſtore the Man that's blind. 


IT. 

For ought I know theſe Wiſe-Men cannot ſee; 
The Happineſs which we 

Hourly enjoy, they look a-ſcue, 
Scarcely diſcerning what is falſe from true : 
But whatis this to me ? | 

| I know that had I Argas's Eyes 

[To view ſo blef5d a ſight, they'd ſcarce ſuffice. 


F 2 HI. Oh 
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| | * "WY 
Oh, could I love enough, I'd ſplit each Vein, 
Till Nature filf'd 'em up again : 
Thoſe do the greateſt Monſters prove 
Of all Mankind, who are but Dwarfs in Love ; 
All other things are frail, and vain, 


| But Love 1s in it ſelf compleat, 
Love inexceſs can makeus wiſe and great. 


EV. 
Nor all th' Endeayours of a well ſtor'd Brain, : 
| Can ever break Lov's Chain ; 
I ſooner could reverſe my Fate, 
And by what Thread my Soul is joyw'd relate, 

= Than never love again; 

This is the Star that rules my Days, 
This is the Dove which brings my morning Bays. 


» pon ſeveral oceaſtons, 
A SONG. 


I. 


Orinna keep thoſe Globes of Light; : 

Within their proper Sphere; | 
_ [Reſerve thoſe brighter Stars for Night, 
What bus'neſs have _ here ? 


IT. 
The Gods did never yet deſign, 
Two Lights ſhould; rule the Day ; 
Draw then the Curtains over thine, 
And when Night comes, then ſport and play, . 


ITE. 
When-ever I ſhall reel with Wine, 
And ſcarce can find my Way; 
Be ſure Corinna then you ſhine, 
And turn my Night to Day, 


F 3 
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EY, 
| - Butif I'm gong, and ſcarce can ſtand, | 
\ Bind thou my roving Head ; ; 
Embrace me with thy"fofter Hand, ——_ | 

And lay me ſafe in Bed, | 


The Management.. 


= [. 
[ Ach Day Ive liv'd, I've ſpent it all in Love, 
FL | Each Day Te liv'd, I've courted three 
| [four Þ 
Before one Foot into the Grave I move, 


I hope to love at leaſt Five Hundred more. 


. FI. 
Extreams in other things I can't endure, 
I hate to go beyond wiſe Nature's Laws ; 
But no Man can in Love be Epicure, 
I'm ſure in this the World will plead my Cauſd 


111. Somg 
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TIL. 
fone travel round the mighty Globe in vain, 
Change their Religion with their Native Climes, 
fluſh'd and encourag'd with the Hopes of Gain, 
They dive in Waters, and they dig in Mines, 


a IV. 
ut ſome Misfortunes ſtill theſe Men o'er-take, 
| Before they touch upon their Native Lands; 
heir well fraught Ships does cither ſpring a leak, 
Or elſe they. fall into the Pirate'Hands, | 


| Vi: 
ar $11 ſpend my Time in Love asI begnn, | 
What tho' my Miſtriſs never ſhou'd prove true? 
et (till ſo il a Race I cannot run, ' 
Theſe loſt their Labour, and their Riches too, 


© 


h_ - 


The F arewell. 


uſe A ND ſhall I bid TY 
My Dear, to you ? 
F 4 Shall 
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Shall theſe full Streams which from our Fountains| 


For everin divided Uhannels go? -.1; [flow] 
| » No; hoybliope at left they'll be, ! : '1 
Dany Ocean Np WT |, 
ei £1} | ; TI ; 


Ah my bleſfs'd Star fait I, 
© Wijere doeſt thou fly * 
Whet&e# the happy Fates ſhall ſeal my Doom, 
And callttte to my bleffed Ancient Home ; 
FEwill of ſure to ask for thee, 
. Of thoſe bleſs'd Guards that come to convoy me. 


TIL 
Now thou art rock'd aſleep, 
'Tis vain to weep ; 
It is no matter who mult go before, 
We all atlaſt ſhall reach th' expected Shore ; 
But ſome perhaps this ſide the Grave, 
May not as you ſo calm a Voyage have. 


ed 


upon ſeves bt occaſions. 73 
Love Stift d. 

j | Heſe ſeven long Years with all my Skilt, 

I've ſtrove to hide my growing ll ; 

[ The Magick Cures of Love I've often try'd, 

| [/And healing Plaiſters to my Woukds apply'd ; 


|| For ſhould theſe Flames break out, they may 
'F All my Deſigns to her betray. 


b> IT.- 


Should I inform her that I love, 
| Perhaps it might my Ruine prove ; 
"Tis better like /Ezeas firft to ſhroud, 
[Love's glorious Viſage in a Cloud ; 
And then with open Arms to run, 
As Phaeton embrac'd the Sun. | 


IIL 
But when the Gods for me ſhall call, 


Þ Withour requeſt Il tell her all; © 


. : 
4 


4 POEMS. 
As ſome miftaken Zealors when they die, 
Reveal to Prieſts all their Impiety : 


| But if ſhe dart one pleaſant Beam, 
| I ſhall be vigorous again. 


Her Nakedneſs. 
I. 


AD I Briarius Hands, and Argus Eyes | 
'To view the Naon-day Sun, they'd ſcarcy 


- [ſuffice] 

 Convey her hence, exceſſive Light does cloy, | 
I'm over-whelm'd in theſe deep Floodsof Joy: 
She than the Woody Queen more ſtately walks, 


And bigger than the Heav'nly Goddeſs talks; 
90 glorious her Body ſeems to be, 
The very Shade it caſts, enlightens me. 


IT. 


” * 
Love in thoſe twinkling Spheres does ſit and pla 
Sweet Kiſſes on her Lips for ever ſtray ; 


Among! 


"IR | 
* 
YU; 
" 
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\mongſt the ſweet Meanders of her Hair 

ve walks, aud keeps his Living dwelling there ; 
bout her Neck the God of Love does twine, 

ft as Embraces of the curling Vine; 

Cupid in his Mothers Arms lies down, 

Envies not the Prince that wears the Crown, 


IIL 

leſs me what ſnowy Arms the has, as fair, 
$ beautiful as Wings on Angels are; 

) that theſe ſpreading Branches1 could ſee, 
nto Eternal Ages claſping me ; : 
n thoſe ſoft pliant Globes I fin would lie, 

ot only ſleep, but with Content I'd die : 

wo, Noble Worlds I'd boaſt my Lovehad won, 

nd laugh at him who thought there was but 
[One. 


75 POEMS, 
 Tranſi#ted from the Tealian Poets. [ 
To Celia. 


Ich ſo much Paſſion Celia I _ | 
”No- Youth can love a. beauteous Milli 


[ſtreſs MQo.e1 fl 


And I believe my Cel:a loves me too, | 
As Virgins their Admirers uſe to-do ; L 
When-er I ſaw her dart her Eyes around, 1y 
| As if too willing to impart a Wound ; Ws [0 
The Minute I improv'd, and-preft it home, Wf; 
That ſhe'd be mine-for all the Years to come: ': JB 
At this ſhe bluſh'd, and as ſhe gaz'd, faid ſhe, - I 
CanT reſiſt thoſe Charms that ſpring from thee>- JA 
No, no, and as thus ſpoke the trembling fair, © JT 
Twiſting the Locks of her divided Hair, 
Mixt with the Charms of Gold ; her Eyes convey'd, 
Tokens as great as thoſe her Hands had made: | 
Accept, ſaid ſhe, this facred Pledge of mine, 
To you, I with it, do my Soul reſign. 


. upon ſever al. occaſions. 77 


Fake it, and try if it has pow'r to tame, 
- (ſk unruly Fluſhings of a Lover's flame: 
JAlas, cry'd I, what have you, Celia, done ? 
well might Mortals their Meridian Syn -. 
{ook in the Face, and ſcorn the baffl'd Ray,” 
lids this drive Fire from my Heart away. 
elflow can my Weakneſs bear the Hot Extreams? 
Ffire's ill apply'd to quench my living Flames : 
Let theſe unhappy Spells be doom'd to Fire 
[More hot, than ever was my fond Deſire ; 
On them let the corroding Burnings Prey, . 
{For they have even eat my Soul away : 
*PBut Celza, let the living Locks of Hair. ...... 
IThrive as ſweet Roſes in-a Southern Air ; 
"JAnd be not angry that I've burnt your Hair, 
ITho' I dread Burnings, I adore the Fair. 


78 POEMS 
The Diſappointment. 
Lt 
Hen I arriv'd at my long Journeys end;[f 
Some waiting Joys, faid I, my Toils atf1 
[te 


Whoſe gentle Hands my wearied Eyes might cloſ 
Soften my Troubles, and my Cares compoſe. 


IT. 
But I perceiv'd when to the Goal I came, - 
My Queen was fled with all her glorious Train ; 
I fear I cannot over-take her more . 
Than this Night can the Night that went before. 


| III. 
In vain I ſtrive to drive the Wheel fo faſt, - 
She leads the Van, and I muſt ſtill be laſt ; 
And tho' in the ſame Wheel we're both turn'd 


[ſround, 
Alas, ſhe always keeps the foremoſt Ground. 


IV. Like 


bY. 


al <U;: 
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=D 2 A 

Like the fixt Stars we move about the Frame 
Of Nature, yet the Diſtance's ſtill the fame; 
d{for whilſt the one does mount the Eaſtern Sky, 
; af The other in the Weſtern part muſt ly. 


by 
le | 
I The wandring Planets of the middle Air, 


Do ſometimes meet, and in ConjunCtion are 
But our two Spheres will, never gree, 
] Unleſs united by a Sympathy. 


My Wiſh. 


Hat grateful Pleaſures fill my ' riſing. 
| (Veins? 
What Agonies of Bliſs my Soul centains ? | 
Where ſhall T fly to ſnatch ſome ſacred Fire, . 
| F allay the Fury of my warm Deſire ? 
I ſee that wiſh'd for Star in whoſe brightRays, 
| Fain would I bask, and wanton out my Days; 


. 


As 


Fs . , » WIE. * Sy : : 
Wage * f . - 
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As deep as Zlannibal, 1 ſwear I'm he 


Who'll never make a peace in loye with thee i. | 


But if [ might my pleaſing Thoughts reveal, 
Like wanton ove into. thy Lap I'd ſteal; _ 
' On thy Tranſporting pleaſures. would ly, 


And in thoſe Raptures the whole World outvy.;\ ; 


Life's a dull fottiſh thing if this be took away, 
Let me dicev' ry Night, as I live eyry Der: 


———— nd " a alla 4 "4 " 
"TE 
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All I! for L ; Love. 
L.-- 
' Frown not at the Planet of my Days, 
That ſhe can't ſtill theſe troubled Seas 3 


| I don't repine, becauſe I know, 
F. - The Gods that rule the Waves will have it ſo. 


IT. 
Why ſheuld I rail at the Almighty Pow rs, 


'Cauſe they won't ſend me golden Show'rs 5] 


Im not as wretched Midas bold, 


To wiſh that all I touch.may turnto Gold. wy | 


>. 4 
—— 


- 
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#pon. ſeveral occafrons. B81 
| 11108 | 

{blame not Nature for her ſcanty Frame; 

4 Ican't, with Alexander, hunt for Fame, 


A ſmaller Point will make me bleſt, 
ive me Love's Kingdom, and take all the reſt: 


i 


Tranſlated from the Italian Poets: 


Corinna ard Celia: 


Orinne frowns, but Celia's kind and pay, - 
One looks like Night, the other looks like 
FM | ( Day 3 

ime's Lefſer Meſſengers they ſeem tobe, 
Pac riſes till, the other ſers with me. 


; 


8 99: 6 6 
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| My DREA M, ſent in a Lett 
Hh to a Friend. 


S on my Bed laft Night I penſive lay, 
'K Wearing in Thoughts the tedious Nigh 
( away 
Idream'd the Image of the Saint we know 
Preſented its fair ſelf to me and you 7 
Deckt in that Ev'ning Dreſs which Virgins prize, 
To ſatisfic and pleaſe their Lovers Eyes. 
About her Lips ambroſial Sweets did flow, 
And as we reap'd ſuccefive Joys did grow : 
Ar laſt methoughts ſhe did her Rays diſplay, 
And Drove the Horror of the Night away ; 
'The Bed around refleted Light juft fo 
As when the nakedWinter's cloath'd with Snow, 
What follow'd did our Pleaſures moſt inhance, 
Welodg'd a while in Extaſie and Trance: 
So mimick Fancy then with me did play, 
What the Night gave, the Day now takes away. 


A 


upon ſeveral occaſrons 
A $ ON G. 
Ms L. | 
ET the ambitious Courtier be 
Promoted to the Helm of State ; 


light That Pill can ne're go down with me, 
way *'Tis real flay'ry to be great. 


it , 


II. 
rizey Let Kings puiffant Armies raiſe, 
' And ſpeak like mighty Sons of Jove, 
Whilſt I improve and ſpend my Days 
In the ſoft quiet Hours of Love. 


Hl. 

Let me have Yenws and the Bays, 
ow. Theſe only are my chief Delights ; 
nce,[The one can give me happier Days, 
The other yields me ſofter Nights. 


CG 2 
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On a Lady who always carried a Look: 
| ing-Glaſs with her. | 


Hat Incantations, and what wanton Spels 
: About my conquering Gloriana dwells | 
So beauteous, ſo kind, ſo wond?rous fair, 
She with the Queen of Heav'n may compare, 
And this ſhe knows ſo well, herſelf*s diſmay'd 
To ſee the God-like Part fo well difplay'd. 
With every Feature {0 much pleas'd and charm'd 
And with her own inflaming Beauty warm'd, 
She falls in Love with her own taking Frame, 
And doats and feeds upon her amorous Flame, 
Had ſhe an Emblem of Narciſſus Fate 
Before her Eyes, her Pride would ſoon abate ; 
He to the cry(tal Fountain often went, 
At laſt himſelf down to the bottom ſent. 
No more about thee that falſe Mimick bear, 
Leſt ir reduce thy Beauty to deſpair ; 
For ſhould the Glaſs's Pow'r' once fade,and ſhe 
A Form leſs wounding than we thine do know, 
Thi 


« 
= 
+» 
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, | The Traytor then againſt the Ground you'd fling, 
{I Who from your Face no truer News could bring: 
' Then only in my Eyes your Beauty view, 

. For there yourſelf you'd find, and pleaſe me tao. 


S » a 


The VISION 


\ 


I. 
Dream'd, and lo, the lovlieſt Sight 
That ever penſive Thought could frame, 


Did incthereal Robes of Light 
My mimick Fancy entertain. 


II. 
Me thought ſhe (wept the flowry Plains, 
Clad ina Garb of luſcious Charms, 
My eager Soul, tallay her Pains, 
Hug'd the Idea in her Arms. 


G 3 


86 POEMS. 
10. 


Lodg'd in the nobleft Trance of Bliſs, 
Pofleſt of all her Joys I lay, 
| ſaid there was no Heav'n but this, 
Could I enjoy it ev*ry Day. 
IV. 
\ But when th? exalted Pow'rs of Love 
' Began to flag their Wings and die, 


A cheating Viſion it did prove, 
Which I before thougtit Extaſie. 


V. 


Strange we no folid Joys can find, 
| Except in Dreams our Fancies rove, 
{| * We ſtill muſt wink and fill be blind, 
To*wake unto the Joys of Love. 


upon ſeveral occaſions... 87 


The Incurable. 


L 
{ Ho what fair DoQtreſs in the World ſhall I | 
With Courtiers ſoothing Arts my ſelf apply, 
To get for wounded Love a Remedy ? 


I... 
I bleed, and all the Sluces of my Soul 
Cannot the Deluge of my Blood controul, 
I wallow'd ia my Gore,andin the Torrent rowle. 


III. 


I'm too far gone, conſumprive like I pine, 
Pre made my Will, and now my Life reſign, 
But not to her who did my Death deſign. 


IV. 


t works like lingring Poyſon in | the Womb, 

\nd each Day brings me nearer to my Tomb, 

> My Magazin' s conſum'd by this unlucky Bomb. 
G 4 Y. 


89 POEMS 
V. 


Meaze now, nor all the Gods above, 
Can ſift the Poyſon that is mixt with Love, 
Death the beſt Remedy at laſt muſt prove. 


VI. 


If ever I expe&t a longer Date 
Of Life, I muſt reverle my rigid Fate, 
And, like a God, another Frame create. 


\ 


| On a Lady who ſlighted my Love. 


& when all's calm, and no Clouds blind th 
| ; | | ( Day 
The Pilot hoifes Sail and puts to Sea ; | 
But when he's gone, and loſt the Sight of Shore, 
The Winds riſe high and he is ſeen no more. 
I thought ſuch ſweetnefs in a Face, like thine, 
Would like the fixt Stars Splendor, ever ſhine ; 


SY 


[XUj4 


| 


] 
] 


_ JFrom Love's deſtruCtive Brink I will retire, 
JThe Child once burat ſtill wiſely dreads the fire, 


apon ſeveral occaſrons. 59 


Such beauteous Order in thy Face was found, 
Twas that firſt drew me to. the Fairy Ground, 
In that fair Spring I thought to quench my Fire, 
Fev*riſh I came, more fev*riſh I retice. 

Thoſe former Wounds which'l receiv'd from you 
At your Diſdain guſh out and bleed anew: _ 
The Arrows of your Love ſtick faſt in me, 

You ſhot them in, and you muſt make me free: 
I've got within the Circle of your Heart, 
Th*enchantment muſt be broke e're I depart. 


To what ſhall I this wicked Love compare? | 
Miſtreſs of endleſs Sorrow and deſpair ; 


But juſtly I my ill-laid Plots may blame, 

With too much fierceneſs I purſu'd the Game : 
Had I hood-wink'd this metPd Love of mine, 
E're now Þ'd ſeen the trembling Dove refi gn 3 
But Love is like the Cockatrice's Eyes, 

IF it firſt rikes it kills, if ſtruck it dies. 


A 


go POEMS 


| A SONG. 


I. 


| AD the too tender Gods firſt made 
4 Men's Hearts as hard as Steel, 


| Their Weakneſs ne're had been betraid 
{ '  Byev'ry ſtroak they feel. L 


[1 | IT. 
| Scattered by Cupid's Darts welye, 
Y And yet {till call for more, 
| Happier we ev'ry minute dye 
Than ere we liv'd before. 


nr. 


Surely the generous Gods above 
Have Hearts as well as we, 
May they mult paſſionately love, 
If we in Form agree. 


upon ſeverdl occafions. *g1 


IV. 
t they alas more Pleaſures find, 
Fixt to no World they rove, 


hilſt we are here to one conkin'd, 
They pick and chuſe their Love. 


> 


The Deſpair. 


I. 
Ntangled in my Thoughts, I laid me down, 
And dream'd I ſaw the Furies frown, 
- Envy me thoughts advanc'd near me, 
The worſt of all that Company, 
Me thoughts a knotted W hip ſhe bore, 


ſer Hands were ftain'd with Streanis of Human 
( Gore. 


II. 


lerThreats likePeals of Thunder ſhook my room, 
The Heralds of my diſmal Doom, 


So 


az _ POEMS 


So black the Air, ſo dark the Sky, 

I thought the utmoſt Day was nigh, 

So heavy Nature ſeem'd to be, 
 Idream'd the Ficlds and Floods did copy me. 


ITT. 

My Sighs, like Elegies of ſad Deſpair, 
Were always eccho'd through the Air ; 
The Waters that were rock'd aſleep, 
For my hard Fate began to weep ; 

The Friendly Birds o*re-heard me cry, 

Ah wretched, wretched Youth am I ! 

IV. | 

Thus ſtrangl'd in my Mind, I lay as dead, 
And wondred where my Soul was fled ; 
But when the Frenzy -weat away, 
Which did about my Temples play, | 
Epaus'd a little while, and then 

I found my Soul-returning home again. 


upon ſeveral occaſions. 93 
V. | 
Ah fleeting Fool ! ſaidI, could you not be 
_ Pleas'd with the Charms of Liberty ? 
When you were freed from this dull Cage, 
The Stings of Youth, the Dregs of Age, 


| Why came you back to me again ? ' (Paiq, 
The Slave deſerves much Stripes who loves his 


TT ———————_— = ud 
— —____ 
LA 


Her Influence. 


[. | b 

| Vow that thou alone art ſhe, 
| Who can revive the Sparks of Love1n me ; 
| They ia the inward Chambers of my Soul 
Lurkt for a while, till the reviving Beams, 
Did, like the Moon, my toyling Blood contfoul, 
| And made it riſe in higher Streams, 
Todrown thee all in Poetry. 


| It. | 
4 That Star that carries Time within his Arms, 


y | And with its Morning Bluſh the World alarms, 
Strikes 


: . 
. x 
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Strikes not ſo deep ; when you begin to ſhine 
My World receives new Light from thine, 

And like a Planet moves abour her Sphere ; 

'Twauld fain, but yet durſt not be medling ther 
Leſt, through the bald Aſſaults of Love, 
We both one blazing Comet prove. / 


II. 


Oh let me ev'ry Day 
Some beauteous Objett find, 
Who in a pleaſing fit may ſay, 
Write on and I'll be kind ; 
The Charms of Beauty ſo effeftual prove, 
My Lines with her would ſympathize in Love : 
So the great Sun that viſits all, 
That ſees and pierces through this earthly Ball, 
Uaoſullied with the Stage he run, | 
With Peace does in the Waters lay him down, 
So pleas'd with that which Nature did diſplay, 
He runs the ſame Stage over ev'ry Day. 


Tranſlate 


Fea 


upon ſever al occaſions. 95 
u 
T rasſlated from the Italian Poets. 


ODE XXIV. 


To Marullus, ho having forſaken his 
Studies , takes up with his Miſtreſs 
Corinda. | 


16 


Since I have taſted of the Sweets of Love, 
Pl! never ſee your Face again. 


hy IT. 
o None but Venus PH Obedience pay, 


Vho from a feeling Senſe of my hard Fate 
. accepted me the other Day. 


I. 
Pa: Apollo, and your ſacred Train, 


Vs | III. 
1 vain you tell the Joys that Learning yields, 


ne Glance of her's tranſports me more 
tea x than all Pieria's lowry 7 


56 POEMS 
6 
Before my Spirits and my Warmth decay 


Some Hours with her I fain would ſpend, 
and with the pretty Graces play: 


V. 
Do you, Marullus, to your Prince's Praiſe 
(Big with infuſion of Apollo's Fire ) 
ſome Panegyrick Altars raiſe ; | 


VI. 
Whilſt I in ſofter Numbers ſhall declare 
What pow*rful Spells Pve us'd to gain / 


Corinda molt divinely fair. | 


— b —— 


Her P reſence. 


I. ; 
—He Gods of old, which to our mortal View 
Came down, and ſtay'd, could dono more 


( than you; 
Myriads 


——— 
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«> 
# [XU;s 


Ir. 
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Myriads of Bleſſings then were ſhed 
' Uponth'aſtoniſht People*s Head ; 
No leſs your Preſence I am ſure can do, 
You are my DoQtreſs and my Med'cine too: 


I. 


One touch of Yours ſtops the fierce flux of Paid; 
One piercing Glance baffles the ſtrongeſt chain 
In your Bright Looks I fairly ſee 
TheexaQteſt Emblem of Divinity. 
If I gaze long,” my Parts can't hold entire, 
Like melting Wax they drop before the Fire: 


| III. 
In vain from Books can I expect Relief, 
Philoſophy's dull Rules can'c cure my Grief, 
Like Oyl put to my raging Fire, 
They but igcreaſe my vain deſire ; 
Theſe cheat me all ; but in their Looks I ſee 
My Fate reſoly'd, and I will follow thee: 


H 
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A $0 NG. 


I. 


Eel Phillis if my Pulſe beats high, 
LovesPoyſon runs through all my Veins : 
et it have vent or elſe I dye 
A Lovers Death, the worſt of Pains. 


II. 


No Bluſhes in my Face appear, 
The iovely Graces all are fled ; 

No C»pia wantons in my Hair, 
- But alls as diſmal as the Dead. 


HI. 


Oh quicken ſoon this Maſs of mine, 
Dart through the gaping Chinks of Nature : 
No leſs than Miracles Frvine | 
Can change or make me a new Creature. 


Thel 


, 


pon ſeveral occaſions. 99 


The ſecond Elegy of the Fourth Book 
of Tibullus, tranſlated: Sulpitia s 


praiſe. | 


To Mars, 


== amorous Youths this Feſtival deſign, . 
To conſecrate with Mirth and Airs divine 
Quit Heav'n a while, if you are wile, to {ce 
Sulpitia 1n a glorious pageantry : 
But have a Care leſt her diviner Charms 
Melt down the Powers of your flagging Arms ; 
IWhere'ere her killing Eyes are caſt around, 
The Gods he conquer'd, and confeſs the Wound. 
Her Walk is ſo majeſtick and divine, 
A thouſand Graces on her Carriage ſhine; 
Nature looſer in her Hair ſhould play, 
#{pitia's ſtill moſt beautiful and gay ; 
ind if they*re modelld in a better Frame, 
he Pdorn'd with Art, S/pitia's till the lane. 


H 2 
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It cloath'd in Scarlet, ſhe adorns the Plains, 
It cloath'd in white, ſhe fill the ViEtry gains. 
Vortumnus fo a thouſand Shapes on high 
Aſſumes, yet not more grateful to the Eye 
Than thoſe in which ſhe's pleas'd to grace Mor: 
( tality. 
Now all ye Nymphs confer on her what's due, 
Poetick Strains, and you Apollo too. 
Conclude the Day with Singing, and a Ball, 
Pm ſure S/pitia does deſerve them all. 


—— —m_— 


A Deſcription of Mrs. E.T. as IT ſaw 
| ber in the Exchange. 


Hen I did firſt this charming object view, 
Her Image 1n my Mind tookRoot 8& grew; 
Sorare a Piece and fo divinely fair, 
I wift'd the beft of Painters had been there : 
As piercing lightnings when they ſtrik the grount 
The Steel conſum'd,the Scabbard Safe is found, 
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| So did ſhe glide along my purer Veins, 

My Body's ſafe, my Soul ſtill full of Pains ; 

Her Hair as black as that which Angels prize, 
Before the Throne, veiling their weaker Eyes ; 
Her Brows were black, declining like the Bow, 
| Which C:-9i4, when he ſmil'd rejoyc'd to ſhew ; 
> | In lovely Spheres her Globes of Light did rowle, 
And Man the ſtrongeſt Planet did controul ; 
About her Cheeks ten thouſand ſmiles did play, 
Fair as the Beautics of the rifing Day ; 

About her milky Neck and ſnowy Arms 

' There flow*d continual Rivulets of Charms; 

; | So ſoft her Hands, ſo long, fo charming white, 
amt as might the chaſteſt God from Heav*a invite ;- 
Here you might ſee her Soul in R2ptures paſs, 
Clear as the Lily ia the Cryſtal Glaſs ; 

Each Atome of her Body was fo fine, 

In ev*ry part it had the Stamp Divine. 

The Greek that ſtrove to make a piece ſo high, 

As might the Works of Nature's felt out-vie ; 
UNFFrom all the rareſt Patterns which he knew, 

9, The beſt PerfeCtions, which they had, he drew : 
H 3 Pit 
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But aſter all it prov'd fo ill, he ſwore, 

He'd never ftrive to perfe& Nature more ; - * 
Had he bur ſeen that Piece that ſtood by me, 
He'd lookt no further for Divinity. 


—__ —— 


The FEVER. 


| | I. 
H E ſparkling Embers of my hot deſire, 
Tho? they were drench'd in Waves, will 
| ( not expire, 
The very Sea itſclf ſome Oyl contains 
Which makes ther riſe again in greater Flames. 


I. 


The northern Zone is not too cold for me, 

Go where I will, Love will my Dog-ftar be ; 
There like a Globe of Light he ſpreads his Rays, 
And turns my Winter Nights to Summer Days. 


111. 


| 
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I. 
Yet ſtill I would not want this pleaſing Pain, 
- Of which to ev'ry liſtner Fcomplain, 6 
The very Wheel of my ſhort Life would ſtand, 
If not turn'd round by Love's Almighty Hand. 


IV. 
Nor would I that it ſhould Abatement find, 
Love is thee pleaſant Frenzy of the Mind-; 
So Frantick Mea in their mad Actions ſhew 
A Happianefs which none but Madmen know. 


— —_—_ 


A SON G. 
[. 
Tay thou ſeraphick Creature, ſtay, 
My Soul is in her melting Strains, 


So very fond to get away, 
She puts me to a thouſand Pains. 


H 4 
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II. 
Trembling as Needles when they move, 
And only in the North can relt, 
So whea ſhe meets with thee, my Love, 
She's fix'd and infinitely bleſt. 


Hl. 
Sweet Ange), tho? you can't create, 
Yet you alone my Life can fave; * 
Your Sight's as prevalent as Fate, 
Then grant me that, *tis all I crave. 


— - 


IV. 
My heavenly. Bliſs to antedate, 
For no bale earthly Love I plead ; 
For Souls have pow'r to penetrate, 
And an diviner Subſtance feed. 
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The BOLDNESS. 
I. 


Ts not the mighty A/ps,tho? cloath*d withSnow 
L Shall ſtop or hinder me from loving now : 

Reſolv'd Iam, Pl cut through all, 

Fil loveas deep as Hapnibal : 

Tho! this at laſt ſhould prove my Doom, 

YetT the more will venture on. 

He is an Aſs who dares not fight 

For amorous Love, a Spark ſo bright : 
PII ftand my Ground, here ſhall my Colours be, 
| durſt engage the ſtouteſt Enemy. ; 


IT. 


Pll found a Charge, among the Stars I ſee 

Caſtor and Pollax, Signs of Vittory. 
Why dolI ſtay ? I muſt be gone, 
Cupid's Breaſt-plate I'll put on, 

be His poyſon'd Arrows I will bear, 

|. Stuck ia the Bow he's us'd to wear; 


Clad 


— a _ — 
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Clad with the Down of Capid's Wings, 
The Wopld ſhall hear of mighty things ; 
For in my Hand as ſure and fatal proves 
The Dart of Love, as Thunder ſhall in Fove's. 


ITI. 


The boiſterous Billows of the raging Sea 
Roar as they will, - their Voice Pll nere F.; - 
Altho* Leznder”'s Corps I view, * & 
Guſhing out Blood anew ; - % 
Altho? the ditma! Voicel hear, 
Repeating ſtill, forbear, forbear .: 
The weeping Scas ſhould not prevent 
My travelling 11 that Element ; 
For the great Pow'r of Love's Almighty Wand 


Divides the Waves as well as that in Neptune” 
( hand, 


IY. 

Should my wing'd Love fly to the Srygian Lake, 
The moving Harp of Orpheus I would take ; 
The Harp I mean, whole mighty Strings 

Can at a Touch work mighty Things T. 
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Whene're this Sound ſhould ſtrike her Ear, 
In ſpite of all the Devils there, 


Pd force her to this World again, 
Reverſe the Sentence of her pain ; 
nd if theſe Charms by mortal Art could-move 


he Woods, the Stones, what can't the Force 
(of Love ? 


V. 
Or if Aſtra, like my Darling Love 
Should fly unto the utmoſt Worlds above, 
I'd build a Monument fo high, 
The Clouds beneath me as I fly ; 
Or elſe I would like th*Earth's bold Son 
Have Mountains heap'd, and built upon, 
And if the angry Gods with Fire 
Should quaſh the Motions of my vain Deſire, 
in the ſame Flames Id to my Love aſcend, 
To thee, as Load-ſtones to the North, I'd bend. 


# 


, 
| VL 

But ſome poor Foals, in whoſe dull lumpof Clay 

if ſpark of Love divine yet never lay. 


To 
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To tread the Depths, they think's too bold, 
For fear their puny Ldve take cold : 

Pm ſure they're ont, for beauty's Ray 

Can ſoon diflalve this Ice away ; 

Pll never ſo falſe-hearted prove, 
Theres no Medium between me and Love, 


Chill Neprune's Realms ſhall nere my Courage! 
( tame, 
For th* Helleſpont did once create a Flame, 


w"—OY 


The Fourth Eleg y of the Fourth Book 
of T ibullas, trauſlated. 


77 Phoebus, 
Ome now Apollo, give the Virgin eale, 
AW-hoſe SoaPs aftifted with a ſad Diſeaſe: 
Make hafte, I lay, Pm ſure you'l ne*re repent, 
There's ſcarce a prettier in the Firmament ; 
Prevent th*encroaching Evils of the Grave. 
Let her the ſame commanding Sweetneſs have, | 


Let all her Pains, and her ſucceſſive Cares 4 
| Be 


4,5 * 
- o 
5+ 

\F BY 7 


EE. 


| Each God would wiſh himſelf Apollo too. 
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Be iwallow*d up, together with our Fears. 

Give her a Doſe, and by ſome skilful Art, 

Stave off the Terrors that infe& her Heart. 

Pity Cerinthus too, who'd fain appeaſe 

With conſtant Vows the angry Deities ; ; 
In doleful Strains he does his Fate deplore, - _ 
And curſes Heay*n, that ſhe ſhould be no more. 
But lay aſide thoſe Fears, and ſtill be true, 


| Cerinthus ſtill love on, as ſhe loves you, 


And then no Angel will from Heav'n deftroy 
The Bands of Love, or interrupt your Joy. 
But now ſome noble Sacrifice to you, 

Who at a Touch could ſave two Souls, is due, A 
At once the Lover and the Miſtreſs too, 

Let Grief diſlolve.into the Shades of Night, 
And riſe thou brighter by Su/piti's Light : 


[| Tears can do nothing here, but when you find 


The fair S»lpitia's cruel and unkind. 


Now great Apo//o you may dance and play, 


Before their Altars they both Incenſe pay. 
That powerful Art they ſo admire in you, _ . , 


The 
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The DISCOV E RY. 


I. 


Hrough whatſoever part of Heav'n we paſs Y 
We find the Marks of Galil2a's Glaſs; 
; Sos Motions are ſoclearly known, 
_ Asif "chad been his ancient Home ; 
| He knew where ev'ry Planet lies, | 
And trac'd them thro? the Chambers of he Skies, 


W i 


' Filthen be gone, I dread to ſtay at home, 
With Drake's Ship rigg*d, about the World Pll 
 .I will diſcover ſomething more (roam ;] 
* Than what has been known heretofore ; 
Wings for my Journey Ill prepare, 
Fil ſearch the unknown Waves, the Earth, the Air; 


( 
< 
k 
, 


Ill. 


 PFiltoucheach Pole, Ill cut the burning Line, 
PFll ſearch the Limits of the utmoſt Clime, © 


Till 


: 
- - — pou 
. 
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Till Loves great Kingdom I deſcry, 
 Whichinſome hidden World muſt lye' : 
| - Cowley Loves firſt Columbus was, and he 
; {Who beſt can trace his Footiteps next ſhall be. 


IV. 
hus whilſt I ſail, my Hopes encreaſe to ſee 
The preſence of ſome gracious Deity, 
Who might his Influence beſtow 
To ſteer my Yeſlel here below ; 
Through various Seas my Ship muſt ride, 
ropitious Love rule thou the Winds and Tide. 


| V. 
' Put after all my Search, ſuppoſe I found 
he way that leads me to this happy Ground ; 
Grant her Metropolis I ſee 
Swimming in Pride and gayety ; 
Yet after all, what are my Gains, 


ould I like prying Spies be bound in Chains ? 


VI. 
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VI. 


There Beauty's always freſh and can't decline; 
Her Form defies the eating Moths of Time; 
No Tyrant io their Kingdom reigns, 
None there of Falſhood e*re complains, 
All Lovers are united there, 
And dance and revel in that bleſſed Sphere: 


VIL 
W hat Bliſs is this ? what would Ipive tobe 
A priviledg'd Member of this Society ? 
This conſummates a Lover's Bliſs, 
If there be Elyzium, ſure its this : 
| But yet I fear my Fate will be, 
Ive ſearcht this Place for others, not for me: 


Tanſlatel 
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Tranſlated from the [ralian Poets. 


To his Ring. 
'Hou little Ring, dearly belov*d by me, 
Kiſt by my Spouſe as ofc as I kiſs thee, 
Alcho thou'rt nobly deckr with ſparkling Pride; 
ich with the Relicks of the Indian Tide, 
et I on this account eſteem thee more 
hat ſhe firſt wore thee on her Hand before, 
ind whea ſhe firſt deſign'd this Gift for me, 
fighing, ſhe ſaid, ſcarce canT part with thee ; 
Ph! I will always have thee in my Sight, 
ad for her Sake Pll kiſs thee Day and Night; 
hen ere I waſh my Hands, my Breaſt ſhall be 
e only Place that I think fit for thee. 
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A $ONG. 


L | 

Hilſt on thoſe bluſhing Cheeks I gaze, 

I tremble and amall on Fire, | 
In pleaſures of ſo bleſt amaze, ] 
Thy Gtances do but fan Deſire. 


II. 
Pity my Fault, dear Girl, if I 
Eager to graſp thy ſunny Frame, 
Like an ambitious Meteor fly, 
To periſh in ſo bright a Flame, 


IN. 
Surely ſotne Noble Hero fell 
In that moſt precious Sea of thine, 
And to reward his Courage well, 
Venus has made him there to ſhine. 
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IV. 
Nor can this Beauty fade away, 
| . For want of any new Supplies, 
Regardleſs of the ſcorching Day, 
Fed by ehols living Springs thine Eyes. 


——_—_— 


— 


The Third Elepy of the F onrth Book | 
of Tiballas, tranſlated... © 


Sulpitia to Cerinthus, 


E Savage Beaſts, whom Nature entettzins * 

In the by-Lodgings of the Deſart Plains, © _ 
Pity my Boy, bent on ſome noble Prey, 

And than kind Cupid at his Elbow ſtay, 

Perhaps, by Paſſion hurPPd, he's led ſo far, 

efIl want the Guidance of ſome gentle Star. 
urſe on the Woods and all that fordid Game, 

t the Dogs faulter, and ne're find again : 


| $4 Why 


\. But in the mean, my Boy, give o're that Game 
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Why are you fond to vilitev'ry Cell, 
W here Deaih, with Fury charg'd, ſtands Ce: 


Prithee forbear, ſe how the Briars hide 


Their crooked Heads in your moſt tender Side ; 


But if I might Cer#»thus chaſe with you, 
I'd be content io bear the Burtheo too : 


The hated Woods would pleaſe me then, if I : 


- By the ſame hunting Nets with thee could lye: 
No Lion theg would dare to threaten thee, 
He'd loſe his Rage, as he ſtill gaz'd on me, 
My very Eyes ſufficient Charms would prove 
To melt bis Springs of Fierceneſ\s'into Love. 
But (tH! remember poor. 0roz's State, » 
Be chaſte, and never boldly tempt your Fate. 
If any one ſhould ſtrive to diſpoſeſs 

Our Souls of this Platonick Happineſs ;_ 

Let her for breaking of Dz:ans's Laws, 

Fall a ſure Victim to the Lion's Paws : 


And on my Breaſt quench your unruly Flame. 


( tinel ! 


G—_ twat mKm aut 


Platonich 


«* * 12 
Ce 


KUN 
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nl] _Platonick Love. 


I. 


Courtier-like did once that Beauty prize, _ 
Which had no comely Shape or handfom Eyes; 
{1 valu'd any Love but that which came 

From Plato's great ſeraphick Brain : 
I wiſh the Vulgar did agree 
The Senſual was the Deity ; 

But whea I found the Cheat, I chang'd the Scene, 

And ſet up for an Iſra'lite again. 


IT. 


I once obey*d th*imperious Charms of Love, 
{My weaker Needle to that Point did move ; 
But when the Tranſports of Diviner Light 
Did with ſome Pleafureentertain my Sight, 

I ſaid, Pd ne*re obey 

Falſe Love's tyrannick ſway, 
My Soul ſhall to Heav'n aſpire, 


# And joyn the Element of Fire 
. I 3 II. 


18 POEMS. 
1k 
This vicious Paſſion, "Il nere feed, 
But by the Roots Vil pluck the Weed 3; 
PII quench her Fury with the Darts of Love, 
That bring their Power from the Seats above. 
Like bold Promethews T'will fly, 
And match the Fire from the Sky : 


_ To give Man Life he-ſtole this FRG, 
But I to purihe my Frame. 


::8V. 

By Methods of Aſcent aſpire my Soul, 
And to this End thy Haughtineſs controul ; 
Leave pleaſing Senſe to Epzcuras Tram, 

And be thou Plato's Profelyte again. 

Be gone, and ſtretch thy. Pinions wide, 
Sim with the Current of th'etherial Tide, 

And then let them alcend above, 

A Place fit for platonick Love. 


FA HfFaud mw ama .IqOAqOMH Tc - 
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upon ſeveral occafrons. . 119. 


[The F ourteenth Elegy of the Second 
| Book of Propertius, tranſlated. 


Leſt be the Night, bleſt be the Bed where I 
Enclog'd with Pleaſures, did ſecurely lye; 
JWhenall was filenc'd, when the very. Sea 
In ſofter Murmurs did the Night obey, 
Her jar's the Prologue of eaſuing Love, 
I to my private Pleaſure did improve; 
Sometimes ſhe touch'd me with her downy 
( Breaſt, 
Which my more wanton Fingers often preſt ; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtroak*d mine Eyes, and ask'd me 


( why 


4 


[Did I ſolazy and unaQtive lye? . 
[This mov'd me too, and fir'd my youthful Rage, 
Tho ſure to loſe, yet eager to engage. 
I kiſs*d her Lips and riff'd her all o're, 
So fierce my Sallies, I could kiſs no more. 
{ts faid of old, fo Paris dy'd away, 
1When in his Arms the Grecian Beauty lay. ' 
I 4 Com: ' 
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Come lay aſide this uſeleſs Garb of thine, 
It ſtops the Combat which T now deſign ; [| 
Come now, my Dear, let's revel whilſt we may, 
Perhaps we ne*re ſhal[ live another Day. 

I wiſh the Fates could by ſome ſacred Tye 
Joyn us ſo cloſe, that we ſhould never dye. 
The harmleſs Doves when ere they.meet, they 


( pair, 


Ty'd to no Laws their ſoft Embraces are. 

He's out, who thinks my Love ſhall cool, my 
Ly 

Is as immortal as the Gods above : 

The Sun ſhall ſooner change his Stage, nd be 

Loſt in the Ocean of Erernity ; | 

The leſfer Springs, and 7 ybur's flowing Tide 

Back, with Contuſion, to their Head ſhall glide? 

Before I'll leave thee: Witneſs Heav?n that I 

. Will oaly on this Altar live and dye. 

Oh could I always have ſuch Nights as theſe, 

Fit for the Bus'neſs of my Love and Peace, 

| Fd bath my felf in this immertal Flood, 

| Andbe each Night as happy as a God : 
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If all, like me, could their whole Time 1mprove, , 
{Spend all the Day in Wine, the Night in'Love, 
LYou'd hear no Wars, no diſmal Pris'ners Cries, 
Would daily eccho Pity through the Skies. 
Temples ſometimes, and Tow'rs Jove's Thun- 
( der tears, 
But like himſelf always the Lover ſpares. 


——— 


Tranſlated from the Italian Poets. 
ODE XXXIFI 


M- Dear, if my unruly Lips have preſt 
With amorous Rage thy ſnowy Breaſt, 
Impute it unto ev'ry Grace, 

_ Thy killing Eyes, thy charming Face: 
But if you're loath to pardon me, 

Let me repair the Injury ; 

Let me embrace and kiſs again, , 


That furely will inhance my pain ; 
The 
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The Kiſſes which I ſtole away, 
On my rack'd Soul like Vultures prey ; 
Lifeleſs, alas, and pale I grow, 

Pm juſt now going to the Shades below. 
But if you'l kiſs agatn, then I 

Shall ſurely pine away and die : 

Come now, my Soul, let's kiſs again, 
Its that will put me out of Pain; 
Irs fit that I ſhould live no more, 
For what I ſtole from thee before. 
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_ The Captrony. 


I. 


F Wit, annex'd to Beauty's Charms, 
Could in a God create Deſire, {| 
When Celis claſps me in her Arms, 


No wonder if Pm all on Fire. 


| II. 
I muſt refign againſt my Will, | 
My Pow?r's too weak to keep the Place, 
By ev'ry Smile ſhe conquers ſtill, 
Thoſe fiery Arrows of her Face. 


In, 
If Beauties then ſuch Conqueſts have, 
Surely their Charters are divine : 
I now ſubmit to be thy Slave, 
_ Dear Ce/za, and for eyer Thine. 
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Her Government. 


I. 


| F 
vw E know, Great Love, thy gentle 
| (ſway, | 


Thy ſovereign Word we all obey ; 
Kings at thy ſacred Feet lay down their Crowns, 
And triumph to be Vaſſals to thy Frowns ; 
Great Alexander wiſh'd to be 
Conqu”rour of Worlds, bur Slave to thee. 


IL. 
So great's thy ſhare, thou claim'ſt a part 
In the moſt rigid Stoick's Heart - 
And tho? hediſallows thy Deity, 
The Tythes of all his Fruits he pays to thee : 
But we, as old' Rome us'd to do, 
Own thee our Queen and Goddeſs too. 


w 


H OW can I chuſe but weep and mourn all 
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I”. 
Tribute to thee, as free we pay, 
As Indians Homage, to the Day : 


[Tax on, great Love, | in taxing till, be kind, 


Pray eaſe our Purſes, to enrich our Mind: 
Like Martyrs we're in Love with Pains, 
 Wekiſs and reverence our Chains. 


My - Love fied. 
jo 


| (Day, 
Since ſhe who fondly did impart 


| A warmth and Vigour to my Heart, 


Has falſly borrow'd Wings and flown away * 


II. | 
Ev*ry fair Obje(t brings her to my Mind, 
And when I dropa Cryſtal Tear, 
Methiaks I ſee her Image there, 


Beauteous and gay, if Love itſelf ben't blind, 26 


See, Heav'n itſelf with conſcious Smiles approves 
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It. 

How ſhall I drag the future Avtsmns on? 
The Embers of my dying Fire ; 
Do now ſncceflively expire; 

Since the Preſervative of Life is gone. 


, IV. 
Poor Ariedne cry'd, when left alone; 
* But a God cameto giveRelief; 
The like would top my flowing Grief, 
Would a fair Goddeſs my Addrefles own. 


——_— 


The Advice. 


I 


(3H be kind, I ſay, 
Beauty has Wiogs as well as Time ; 
To ſuffer either paſs away 
Without Advantage, is a Crime. * 


The future Union of our teader Loves. - 
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I. 
Then why, my Dear, ſhould you 
So fatal to your Beauties prove ? 
Pay unto Nature what's her due, 
And then yowl ne*re refuſe my Love : 
{| Take my Advice, preſerve that Veſtal Fire, 
4 Whea it is doubÞd, i will ne're exprre. 


ITE. 
Sweet Chloe, hear my call, 
And think to live no more alone ; 
Tho' Man was bora as, Lord of all, 
Himſelf but odly fills a Throne ; 
| Eden was not compos'd of That or This, 
Woman and Man made up the Paradsſe. 
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TheV ANITY. 
ER | 
'TyOor fading Pleaſures to purſue, 
I know '*tis bafe, as well as you ; 
But whilſt this Lump of Fleſh I wear, 
From doiog ſo I can't forbear ; 


The old deceiving Serpent (till 
Corrupts and vitiates my Will. 


II. 


From her bleſt Heart there flows a Line, 
Which Nature made , and grapples mine. 
Secret as that which tyes the Mind, 
When to the Body 'tis confin'd : 

If I love on, blame me no more, 

Can I wich Nature run in ſcore ? 


III. 


WheanlT reſide in Egypt's Fields. . 
My Soul muſt taſte on what it yields ; 
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But when to Cenaer I ſhall come, 
Canaan the lovely wiſh'd for Home, 
On nobler ObjeQs I ſhall. rove, 

And feed on a. Diviner Love. 


—_—— 


The Conncel. 
I. 


As ſome wiſe leſſer Prince, who goes 

ith all his Streogth Cagage his mightier Foes, : 
onfiders how, and when, and where he may 
Draw up the Battle. in Array, 

Mn this the coming Fate of War depends, 

he Kingdom is by this made up, or ends. 


II, 
Ev*a ſo a Council I muſt call, 
| I muſt love her much, or not art all, 
1 Reaſon's Ballance Iam bound to weigh 
W hecher I ſhould obey 
xr Royal Will, and then lay down my Arms, 


Ir elſe aſſault this rich Pers of Charms. | 
K IIT, 
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III. 
Should I but love her in extreams, 
She'd rather till increaſe than quench myFlames, 
'Twould pleaſe her cruel Vanity to ſee 
A Lover plung'd in Miſery ;- . 
Inſtead of cooling my incens'd Defire, 
With formal Smiles {h*d blow my wretched Fire. 
IV. 
And ſooner Icould change my Nature 
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| Than not adore and hug that lavely Creature. 


Propitious Stars tell me what Courſe to ſteer, 
S$71la is there, Charibdis here : 


Virtue conſiſts in Mediocrity; 


But Love is always in Extremity. 


V. 
Well, to Leucadia Vil repair, 
W here miſcrable Lovers loſe their Care ; 
Sad Cephalzs did tirft this Place approve, 
And quencht the flaming Torch of Love, 
Than this what can a better Council be ? 


Here Love is {wallow*d up in Viftory. 
The 
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The CHASE. 


Corcht by the Heat OY Day,l found a Shade; 
Which ſome kind Poplar and a Myrtle made; 
Stretche here at length, -in Eaſe my Body lay 
Swell'd with the Hopes of ſome luxurious Prey z - 
Caſting my Amorous Eyes aronnd the Plain, 
Wild to poſſeſs, I ſpy*d a lovely Dame, _ 
Thrice I ſaluted her, and thrice I ſaid, (Maid: 
Peace to the lovely Nymph, peace to the lovely 
She,  ſurpriz'd at this, made no reply, 

Bur ſtill ſurvey'd me with a ſcornful Eye ; 

Jealous atlaſt, turniag away her Eyes, 

She calls for Help, but flading no Supplies, 
Takes to her Feet, and almoſt out of Breath, 
She ſcrietcht likeLeverets in the Pangs of Death: 
Big with expeQtance of this nimble Prey, 

I ſpurr'd my Paſſion on, and made away ; 

| Swift as Deſire, 1 leapt the ſtrongeſt Fence, 
Having in Sight the nobleſt Game of Senſe. 
Ere long Icaught my Celis by the Hair, . 


. Whoſe wanton Locks —_ the beaten Air, 
* 2 
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O Heav'ns ! whatCharms her Beauty did inſpire, 
Conquer'd at once with Wonder and Defire. 
Weary, we both ſat down,and breath'n our Loves, 
Soft as the Whiſpers Ff cwo wounded Doves - 
Couehe on her Breaſt my Fancy ſporting lay, 
And ſtrove to ſcare her penlive Thoughts away : 
Thus bleſt, ſometimes I profer'd her a Kiſs, 
Hopeing thereby to gain an after Bliſs ; 
Ofcen my furious Hand did ſtrive to know 
How was the glorious Valley ſpread below. 
Hot in purſuit, often I ſaid, My Dear, 
Ah ſhall I, ſhall T but inhabit here ? 
The Land is fruitful, grant me this one thing, 
And Tl be happier than the happieſt King. 
No, cry'd ſhe, no, prithee, kind Youth, forbear, 
The Crop's but ſmall that you will gather here ; 
And will you, will you do this pleafant Sin? 
Hereafter it will Torture you within. 
But all her Art ſuch faint Reſiſtance made, 
Herſelf was almoſt by herſelf betray'd ; 
With ſo much Doubt and modeſty ſhe ſtrove 
To give mine room ſhedid her own remove : 


But | 


, | But when this uſual Ceremony ceas'd, 


g 
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How was I glutted with the Sight, and pleas'd ! 
Pleaſures ſo great and tempting, that they con'd 
Evnalmoſt win to her Embrace a God. 

Oh, could I find ſuch Objetts ev'ry Day ! 

Pd even Hunt and Chaſe my Lite away. 


———— 


The Looking-Glaſs. 
0 


H happy thing ! what would l give to be 
My Miſtreſs*s Glaſs, inſtead of thee ? 
Thou ſee*ſt the Glorious Image ev'ry Day, 
For which 1 hourly pine away, 


H- 2.» ( view ; 

By. thine own Light thou ſcarce her Form canlt_ 

Thy very Light and Eſſence too 
Proceeds from her, as Phabws's borrow'd Ray, 

Refletts the Image of the Day. 
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nl. 
Wonldſhe but caft ſuch quickningBeams on me, | 
I ſhould her living Image be ; 
Look when ſhe pleas'd, herPiQtureſhe would find 
Deeply imprinted in my Mind. | 


Iv. 


The faithleſs Glaſs ten thouſand Forms does bears 
When ſhe alone ſhould revel there, 

And, Courtier-like, toev*ry onecan ſay, 
Thou art the Beautiful and Gay, 


- Wo 
Be falſe to all the reſt, be only true 
To her, anJ this I'd have thee do, 
Preſerve th*[4ex of my Saint in ſtore, 
?Till I, ſhall fre thy Face once more. 
ls 
VI. 
Then'to = Shrine a Reverence Pl pay; ? 
Like : zealous Romans ev ny Day ; b- 
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Pit hug the Relick with a Pious Fear, 
Becauſel know the Goddeſs's there. 


VII. 


But if ſhe's charged thee, thou ſhouldft not trace 
The leaſt Diſcovery of her Face, 

The ftri&t Lapun Rn ne*re {hall rrouble me, 
Seeing ye're both Hypocriſie. 


—— 


A Lathe to a young Lady, who ſent 
me a Box of Pills, ow = beard 


I was ill. 


To its Reftorer and Supporter too, 
Then I, dear Madam, am oblig'd to you. 
If fair Arora could obtainof Fate 
For her young Lover's Life a longer date ; 
If ' the chaſte. Wiſhes of the Good and Fair 
Can pierce theClouds and make theHeavens hear ; 


K 4 Then 


F any Thanks from a Sick State are due C 
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Then I may hope, as you are kind, to live, 

Not by what Heat T have, but what you give. 
Now let the Monarchs of the World repine, 
TheirGuardianAngels have lefs Pow'r than mine; 
Let them'bewail their ſhort-liv*d State below, 
That all their Pomp to Deſtiny muſt bow. 

Ler the Tefreſtrial Gods blaſpheme, while I 

So welFupheld, muſt ask your leave to die. 

But tho your Baiſom kindly cur'd my Wound, 
Tho my whole Body's ſafe, ſecure and ſound, 
Yet let me tell you, You have ſhor a Dart, 

And made me mortal in my better Part ; 

So would'] have it, if you firſt defign'd 
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The Pills ſhould cure my Body, you my Mind, 

AnJ can you nor, dear Life, to both be kind ? 

O yes, . I know you will ; ſo you'l approve 
Your felt one Syſtem of Angelick Love : 

$0 the kind Sun never vouchſaf*'d a Ray, 

But Light and Heat, involy*d, together lay. 


On 


Li 
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On a beautiful Lady who was going to 
kill berſelf, when ſhe was at Sup- 
per, had ſhe not been accidentally 
prevented by one of the Company. 


I. (Blow! 
Stop that Hand ! kind Heav*ns forbid the 
See theStars lurk behind theScreen of Night 
Unwilling to behold fo ſad a Sight, 
Leſt we ſhould tax them thave been guilty too. 
No Comets in the Firmament, 
By bodeing Symptoms to thy Death conſent, 
All is ſerene and gay, ( ky Way, 
And can that Beauty, which out ſhines the Mil- 
Add a dark Blemiſh to the Day ? ' 
What cruel Paſſion boil'd within thy Veins ? 
W hat Legion harbour'd in thy Breaſt, | 
That diſpollels*'d thy Soul of Reſt, 
And put thee to Hyperboles of Pains, 
That thou ſhouldſt vent ſuchAccents of Deſpair? 


Void of all pious Fear, . 
And 
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And then thy Cruelties diſplay, 
Refolv'd to baulk Death in fo rich a Prey, 
And make a quicker Paſſage for thy Sotil away 


I. 


For thy approaching Grief 
A ſpeaking Sadneſs fat inev*ry Eye, 
All Rrove to give Relief, 

*As if they fear'd fome Storm was nigh : 
Thy very Eyes their coming Fate confeſt, 
And their Reſentment for thy Fall expreft. 
Thy Soul retir'd to her inmoſt Room, 
Dreadiog the Preſſure of the Stroke to come : | 7 

But ſee, Heav*ns peculiar Care 
Saves and protetts the Fair ; 
And often is at the Expence 
Of Miracles, to ſave ſuch Excellence : 
So many Thoughts great Jove it colt 
To makea Piece moſt exquiſitely Fine, 
He would not have the Copy loſt 
By Death's unruly Hands ; much leſs by thine. 


i 


- 
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| I. 
' Was Love the Cauſe of this ? 
'Forbid it all ye Powers above, 
No Lover yet deſpis'd his Bliſs, 
90 as to jile the Monarchy of Love. 
No Youth by thee could ever yet paſs by, 
But till thou hadſt the Tribute of his Eye : 
Thou'ſt Charms enough to ſer the World on Fire, 
And in the cooleft Stoick raiſe Defire : 
So dear no Monarch ever priz'd a Crown, 
But to procure your Life would loſe his own : 
What Paſſion then could blow that Flame, 
To vent your Anger on the nobleſt Frame ? 
' Perhaps too cruel you have been 
To ſome more Amorous Swain, 
Who now lyes Sighing, Gaſping, Dying, 
Becauſe you will not eaſe his Pain ; 
And having now receiv'd the utmoſt Blow, 
You'd fain embrace him in the Shades below. 


} 
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A SONG. 


I. 


Ho the Mountains ſhould ſhake, and Apoll 
( look dim, F 
Tho the Planets ſhould tumble on the Ruins we 
(ſtand ; 
Tho the Globe of the Earth in the Ocean ſhould 
({wim, 
Without Hopes of ever arriving at Land. 


IT. 


Tho Comets in Chariots of Diſeaſes ſhould ride,F\nc 
And burſt on our Heads like Granadoes on fire, 


Yet they ſhould not move me, but I'd ſtand byf} - 
( thy Side, 
Dear Phillis, and in thine Arms gladly expire. 


_ wy - - py = ds” _ 
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| II. 

Believe me tis true, for the Powers of Loye, 
Like Martyrs Opinions, perſevere to the End ; 
They grapple ſo cloſe, *cwill be hard to remove, 


Tho diſmantP'd of —_ to thee they will Iv 


# us bv 
4 . 
id [XU 
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IV. 
And can you then, P4;//is,be unkind to ſuch truth? 
fe whatVows I have made, PI! for everbe thine, 
Jo you but conſent to the Pleaſures of Youth, 
ind vow the ſameVows,that you'l ever be mine. 
V. 
Then in {pight of the Fates we ſhall both be fe- 


(cure, 
o Iſthmus ſhall part ſo much Kindneſs andLove, 


ho the World be expiring, yet our flames ſhall. 
(endure, 


\nd feed on each other in the Manſions above. 


— " 


” 
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I. 
T grieves me, Celia, when I think, 
That all thoſe Glories of thy Face 
Muſt into Ruins ſink, 
d ne*re Return mto their ancient Place. 


— ———— - 


II. 
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H. 
The Lilies bave more Springs than orie, 
| They 2iſc and periſh every Year, 


- But whea thy Beauty's gone; 
Alas it gever will agaia appear. 


IH. * 


All-pluck che Roles whilt they may, 

For if ſome ruder Breath of Wind, 
©:- Should kiſs their Life away, | 
They kave no Tokens of their Place behind. 


IV. 
Tis Time theo, Celia, to improve, 
Becauſe your Life's more ſhort than theirs 


Totaſte the Joys of Love, 
And with an Hou:'s Bliſs to poize an Ages Cares, 
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| T Tranſlated fromthe Italian Poets. 
To tis Miſtreſs. 


7 7 Hen the Nights Beauties that ſurpaſs the 
(Day, 

The watchful Virgins ſhall invite to play, 
To thee,through Guards of Dangers I'lladvance; 
Arm'd with a Glaſs of Wine, I'll bafle Chance ; 
But let the Door, the Entrance to our Joys, 
Be juſt ſo order'd, that it make no Noiſe : 
And when I ſhall approach with filent Bear, 
To crown my Joys, Corinna wait you there ; 
As the fond Ivy round the Beech does twine, 
$0 let my Arms, dear Life, be claſp'd by thine. 
You cannot go amiſs, oh let your Arms 
At ev*ry touch convey a thouſand Charms. © ' 
Let luſcious Kiſſes and incentive Sips 
Of Pleaſure, faſten on our balmy Lips. 


Let us in Kiſſing no dull Order ſhow, . | 
But let ſucceffive Tides of Pleaſure flow, Lf 
As loth from us in ſo much hafte to go. 

With faint Reſiſtance my Requeſts deny, 

Pleas'd with an eager Importunity ; 

With doubtful ſtruglings and a modeſt meen, 

Seem to deſpiſe what you do-moſteſteem, 

And in the midſt of theſe delightful Wars, 

Wound me with harmleſs and with gentle Scars 5: 7 

Let ev'ry part b'employ'd, and-let me rove 

Through all the hidden Myſteries of, Love 3 --_.., 

Let our glad Eyes, ſparkling with hot Deſi ire, | 

Portend, as Omens, we are both on Fire ; | 

And when you ſee my Paſſions all inflam'd, 

Willing to conquer, that they may be tam'd, 

| Then open all your little Cheats to me, 

Th'Iogredicats of a pleaſing Fallacy : 

When I'm unwilling, urge me to be kind}; 

WhenT ameager, ſhew an adverſe Mind ; 

Shed now and then a counterteited Tear, 


And ſay, Icannot let your Hands be there ; 


Then 


- on 
on 
* wy _ 
"a R 


Hpon. ſeverd bccaſtons. 


| - Then ler a 
8 Till 3 foft Slumber fizs upon our Eyes, 


$ We'l aQ again the Comtedy of Love. 
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S Then let me ſee you dart a plealing Beam, 
# As if you wholly not deny'd the Game:; 
nouand Raptures ſpring and rife,” 


And*when in Dreams our Thoughts: more free 
| (hall Rover: 


I. 


| Þ;Eave;, wretched:;Hawkſbaw, leave 

- Thy felf with airy Faqtoms to deceive ; 
There's no ſuch thing as Love, 

- Except it be amongſt the Gods above ; 
Tis an Empty Noiſe of Air, 


The FAREWEL. 


W { hoſe Eccho brings back norhing þut Delpir 


Il. "Tis 
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II. 
'Tis a Lottery of Care, 
Wherein ten thouſand Blanks, few Prizes are: 'Þ 
And yet ſo mad are we, | | 
We hazard all at this poor Vanity ; ; 
- Andcommonly it happens fo, 
We're cheated of our Time and Mony too. 


Il. 
Let's at another's Coſt be wiſe ; 
Poor Cowley ran, and yet ne*re won the Prize, 
And yet his Feet were made 
By the beſt Artiſt of Apollo's Trade ; 
All his ſoft Words prov'd vain, 
Inſtead of breaking, they confirm'd his Chain. 


IV. | 
A thouſand Plots P've laid, 

But ne*re could get the Virgin's Heart betray'd ; 
Who ever yet could ſay, 

He'd brought his Love in Captive-chains away ? 
So diſmal now I prove, 

I am become a Skelleton in Love. 


) 


V. 


; »4.2ad a 
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V. 


Leave, Hawkſbaw, leave once more, y 
| Courtnot the Waſp that ſting'd thy Heart before ; 
Uſe neither Spell nor Art, 
$ To bring the Tyrant back into thy Heart; ; 
Shake off the Chains of Love, 
No God in Heay'n does thy Fate approve. 
VL 
Let not thy Army fall in vain 
_ Before a Place which you will never gain ; 
The Bombs which you ſhot in 
J Will ne*re conſume her well-Rtor'd Magazin ; ; 
Tho* Cannon be brought down, 
Yet I am ſure you ner'e will take the Town. 
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